The Question is the Answer 
By Dave Estrada 



For: 

Mom who said I should start immediately. 

For the countless others, 

You know who you are. 



Prologue 

I think a back story is in order. My name is David Estrada, most people call me 
Dave. Starting on my birthday, December fourth, I will live my life as though it 
was my last. Well that's a typo but this is probably my last life but I will live the 
next year as though it was the last year of my life. I will prepare for my death. 
I'm going to be thirty and I think it is time to act as if there are no more second 
chances. My journal starts at about a month before I receive a terminal 
prognosis called life. I've tried, my friends have tried and my family has tried 
everything we can to get me to come out of my shell and take more chances, to 
tell people when I'm serious. You know give them the old fuck you with a 
straight face and not laugh it off. If life is terminal, then I need to take it 
seriously and start acting. Start doing. Stop putting everything off until later 
and letting opportunities to grow pass me by. 

If you think that you may want to try this experiment continue reading, read 
another book (that I will mention later), do some serious thinking and talk to 
some people close to you. This is not a do it yourself book but a book on how I 
did it with the help of others. 

Writing this I know that people are going to say: "It's the last year of an addict's 
life he's just going to give into his addiction and fuck his life up. He's not 
thinking about the consequences." I've thought this over enough to at least 
prepare to prepare to die. That is why I'm starting at a month prior to the start 
of the year. But if that is not enough then I will list the boundaries that I will not 
cross: 

No getting high. I will try to avoid as many self destructive behaviors as I can. 

I will not quit my job unless I have another lined up. 

No whores or loose women, no sex unless she respects herself enough to not 
have sex with me (paradoxical). This is a stupid rule. 

No physical altercations. 

No over the top spending. This is not going to be about how many toys I can 
accumulate. 



I'm throwing my year rule out the window. (The year rule is that people aren't 
my friends until I have known them for at least a year. Or if they have been 
introduced to me by a friend then it's a six month rule.) 

No over the top exercising or diets. 

No quitting smoking. Totally not politically correct but I like to smoke and when 
I'm dead I won't be able to smoke. 

No avoiding people because I don't want to have a confrontation. 

No being depressed and no psychiatrists telling me that I'm depressed or 
prescribing me medication so that I don't hear voices when I've never heard a 
voice that wasn't coming out of someone's mouth. 

Next is a list of things I wish of accomplish. 

Find a new sense of god. 

Go to the Zen monastery. 

Spend as much time with loved ones as I can. 

Finish writing a movie script with Jason. 

Finish this journal. 

Make amends with loved ones. 

Let others know how I feel about them. 

Help the less fortunate. 

If I break a rule try not to be too upset. This is life, shit happens. 

I work at a video store and you'll get the theme. If you don't stop reading and 
hit yourself with this book ten times. 

With that out of the way I can start. 



Day -32 

Whoever knows himself knows god 

Mohammed. 

My day ended late last night with a trip to Earl's a coffee shop with a smoking 
patio. I was with Jason and Erin. I had been feeling fine the whole night hanging 
out with two wonderful friends but when I came back from the toilet I got a 
strange vibe. Most of my strange vibes are from me not outside sources. I have 
a problem with how I perceive reality. So I had been withdrawn and quite 
because I thought something had happened and I missed something. Some 
information was being withheld from me by my best friend and a woman I have 
feelings for. So I finished the coffee and the smoke and we decided to leave. 
Jason dropped me and Erin off at another coffee shop where I had left my car. 
Erin and I got out of Jason's car and got into my car. 



I asked her what she would like to listen to and she picked out a CD. It 
was U2's greatest hits and she put it on a song that would help her deal with 
something she was going through. That song ended and the next song came on 
and I may have started to sing. I played the street light game. The street light 
game is where you ask god to make the street lights red from one to ten on a 
gradient of how much someone likes you. Ten is good. One is bad. But this is 
not true because god does not make the street lights work. By the time I got 
home I hit ten red lights. I got to her apartment and we hugged and she got 
out. I'm not sure if I should walk her to her door. She said we are only friends 
and I can't obsess. I'm not into pissing people off because I obsess on them. 
Unless it's Jason and we have a deadline or he said a month ago he would read 
something I wrote and get back to me. 



So I got home at lam and started messaging Erin and we said goodnight. I went 
to sleep. I awoke this morning at 7 or so. Drank a sip of water and got into my 
car so that I could go to work with Jason. We deliver muffins. It'll be a seasonal 
job for me. I normally work at a video store. A big chain video store. You know 



the one I speak of. We had seven orders that took us from Fullerton to San Juan 
Capistrano. In at 9am and out at 2pm. This gave us a lot of time to talk about 
what I was doing with my life. My obsession on people and this thing. He said if 
I finished it he would edit it. I've been nervous to stand up to a certain person 
because he feels betrayed by me choosing to keep friends that he no longer 
gets along with. I and a couple other people think he is full of shit. But I love 
this guy; I just need to stand up to him in a loving manner. So after work me 
and Jason went to a coffee shop and got the same thing. A grande blackeye and 
a cup of water. We finished writing five pages of a new movie in about an hour 
it was very fast for us. Then I came home at about 5pm and messaged Erin. And 
started this. Erin called me and we are now going to watch a movie. "Garden 
State" Thus ends, almost, day -32. 

Day -31 

Erin and I watched a movie and went to Wal-Mart. We ate pizza and smoked. A 
fun time was had by all. Her roommate, Allisa came home towards the end of 
"Garden State". That is a great movie. No work today. Erin woke me up at 1:30 
am to ask if I was still online. I wasn't and was asleep. I almost answered the 
phone: "Hello, beautiful". She said that we would talk in the morning and to go 
back to sleep. 

I awoke at 9:30 am to the Cranberries: "Salvation". My mom is up and 
I am watching "Motorcycle Diaries". Jason messaged me and I should go back 
to sleep or masturbate. But instead I'm going to a coffee shop to work on the 
movie. It's very early. 10:30Am. Wrote with Jason at the coffee shop for about 
an hour. He felt like playing video games so we stopped with two pages done, 
today. Instead of playing video games we watched, "Addiction", a vampire 
movie. It was slow and I was tired so a nodded off here and there. Our friend 
Ritt called Jason so we went to meet him in Orange. We drove around for a few 
and delivered some muffins. Ritt is a muffin man. Ritt, Jason and I (as soon as 
the holidays roll around) deliver muffins for a local company. After that was 
done and they agreed when they would meet next Jason and I went back to his 
house. Jason was tired so he kicked me out and took a nap. I came home and 
messaged Erin. I'm hungry so I'm going to eat. I didn't eat for most of the day 
and now it is 6:30pm. I saw some wooden giraffes on the side of a hill as Jason 



and I were driving down Santa Ana Canyon. They played "Do you realize" On 
the radio today. I think I might put that as my wake up song. Until I realize that 
it is I who has a beautiful face and not want to sing it to Erin. I took a walk to 
help me quit obsessing and now I'm going to sleep. 

Day -30 

So last night I tried to watch a movie but instead masturbated and fell asleep. I 
awoke at 8am when my cell phone alarm went off. I got up and showered and 
decided to go sit at the coffee shop by work and read. So I went and got gas 
and drove to work. I got a grande blackeye. I sat in front, smoked and read for 
about an hour and a half. Then I went to my car and listened to the radio. At 
about 10:15am I went inside and my boss asked me to clock in early so I did. I 
was surprisingly happy for most of the day. I smiled at customers. Nothing 
eventful happened. I got off work and called Jason because we were supposed 
to meet but I forgot about the 8pm meeting. So we decided that we would 
meet after and write then. I told Erin she could come along and I would call her 
after the meeting. 



So after the meeting I talked to Ross who told me not to sweat Finn (Erin's ex). 
I told that I don't see her using me. Our relationship is defined. I called Erin as I 
was driving to her apartment. She agreed to go with me and I went to pick her 
up. I sat in front of her apartment talking to Jason who now changed his mind 
about writing. I agreed to meet him tomorrow after I get off of work. I then 
went and got Erin who asked me if I would take her to run an errand. So as we 
drove she told me again that we are just friends and I said okay. I wish there 
was a way to change her heart but I can't. I wanted to tell her that I've given 
her nothing that I wouldn't have given any one else. I like to think that I've 
started to give freely of myself. So we drop off some papers to her classmate 
and then it is off to Earl's (Earl's is a coffee shop where you can smoke on a 
semi-enclosed patio). I asked her if she wanted to stop hanging out with me. 
She said no. I want to change her heart or change something about me. But I 
know that won't happen. So I need to find the love I seek within myself. Erin 
said the jam was "let's get it on" which gave me mixed signals but I really trying 
to take life at the surface level and not read into things too much. She was 



quite at the gas station where I got money. She said she did not want to talk 
about it. Erin said her eggs looked funny and did not eat her cottage fries 
because they were gross. So we talked and shared a pack of cigarettes. I keep 
thinking that we should have more on the list of good deeds but she said that it 
should come naturally. I told her that I wanted to go shopping for a casket and 
plot. Erin believes that it is morbid. But Ross offered his father. Ross's dad is a 
mortician. But it seems like something I would want to do. I will talk to my 
mom. Rebecca came to Earl's and sat next to me. She said I looked nice. And 
that I was cute. I think she is that way with lots of people. Nice and sweet. She 
said something about a story Erin was telling her. She said-those cops would 
have gotten tired of talking to me after four minutes. I said-like most people. 
She in a very nice way pointed out that she is nothing but nice to me and I give 
her shit. At 12am Erin and I left. She wanted to listen to "Where is my mind". 
Twice. And then when we began to listen to the rest of the CD I realized that I 
only bought the CD for that song and I changed it back. She invited me in for a 
little while. And the first thing I thought about was the she was going to give 
me sex. But I did not want that because it would seem like a good bye thing. 
Like thanks for everything, here sex, now I never want to see you again. Fuck 
that. I would rather her friendship than to never see her again. So we went 
inside were she turned on "creep". Then she wanted me to show her how to 
put a song on her site. She put "Where is my mind" on here Myspace. As I 
would reach over her shoulder to point at the screen I just want to lean closer 
and smell her hair and play with it but alas she is only my friend and that's it. So 
I drove home and played the street light game. I got to four and I realize that it 
truly would have been a miracle to get ten because there are only ten or so 
street lights between Erin's and my home. I'm such an idiot. I'm really trying to 
be happy and give freely but like she said some people may not want your help 
and it may do more harm than good. And she may be one of those people. Jeff 
suggested that it would be easier if I got mad at her and stopped being around 
her. Other people have suggested that I shouldn't be around her. I just don't 
want her to be awkward around me. For once in my life I was too honest and 
now she feels I'm after her pussy. I want her to love me. I'm such a fucking 
romantic. There is no such thing as love. It's only the guys who have stuff and 
can give a woman security that get women to be with them. Not loser writers. 
I'm kind of excited about the good deeds thing. I told her about the fireworks 
spot at the magic kingdom. I would love to take her there and see the 



excitement in her eyes. But I'm not because we are only friends. I can't provide 
for her and I may never be able to provide for her. That ends the day. Time for 
bed. 



Day -29 

I awoke without my alarm today. I didn't want to die but to cry because I am so 
fucking happy. I want to call Erin last night and tell that I want to be that guy 
who can give her security. Maybe this is growing up you stop thinking about 
yourself and want to give another person what you think they want or need. 
Well to tell you the truth if I gave Erin what I thought she needed she would 
ride the bus for a long time and learn to have faith and that is the true security. 
A while back I thought I figured life out and what everyone should strive for: 
companionship and creation. I want to yell at her and say I'm that guy, let me 
be that guy and I will never let you down. But alas I'm a loser and a writer at 
that. I should accept my limitations and realize that no woman will want 
companionship and they sure as hell will not want to create with me. Someone 
said that if I pray god will provide. Ross told me that I shouldn't pray for stuff 
but that I should pray selflessly. I don't think that if she didn't see that I could 
be that guy she would have told me what she wanted. Jack once asked me if I 
wanted to learn magic, like alchemy or some shit. I do now. Why can't she see 
that I have a heart of gold and if I could I would rip it out to provide for her? 
Why isn't that enough? It feels like something changed when I went and got 
money at the gas station because after that she was quite and at Earl's she told 
me that she wanted to provide and be provided for and the whole security. 
Where is Erin's mind? I have to work later and I need a nap. Tonight I write with 
Jason. Maybe that will pay off soon. I saw a sign twirler as I was driving home. It 
reminded me of Rebecca and the day she twirled a sign on Yorba Linda and La 
Palma. 



Work went well and I was getting over the fact that I could not give Erin what 
she wants and if I could she would not want it with me. Then Mitch called me 
and wanted to talk. I now know that I should have been an asshole to him and 



tell him all the things we were talking about were not recovery. Quite the 
opposite. I was told to sever my old connections yet he continues to have these 
people in his life. He tells me about how much of a badass he is and I don't 
care. His words are of pain, anger and hatred and they fall on me hard. I 
needed to call Jason, Ryan and Erin because I just wanted a little good words 
and suck off the good shit they have. I was on lunch for about an hour. I need 
to see Jack. He's like my Yoda. I know that I can't change the way Erin feels 
about me and that I should start acting for myself and what makes me happy. 
Others can't fill the void in my soul. Tonight I thought that all my life I've been 
trying to do good for others so I could get a reward not from them but from 
god. And I don't think god cares enough to say: hey Dave you done good how 
about that car, woman and house that you'd like. No I believe god wants me to 
be the best person I can be under any circumstance. So I went tonight from 
being content, to wanting to die or kill, to happy. People have such an affect on 
me. I'm harder on myself than others. I shouldn't think that I'm a loser because 
I'm thirty and work at lackluster video, live with my mom and choose to be a 
writer. Something is bound to happen. Good, bad or indifferent. And I have to 
accept that I may never get what I want. Now I will sleep. 



Day -28 

I woke up without the use of the alarm today and want to go back to sleep or 
masturbate. My mom shut off my alarm clock because I left my ps2 on. My 
mom does that a lot when I leave my ps2 on. It kind of pisses me off. I have 
crotch rot because I couldn't shower yesterday. This experiment is going to get 
old and I haven't even started it yet. A girl in high school suggested that I 
become a priest. I know it was because she would get my attention in class and 
stuff and I would not talk to her or even seem interested. I just couldn't come 
out of my shell. I think about what other people think too much. Fuck them. I 
went to the coffee shop in Anaheim and sat a watched the cars go by. I thought 
a lot about how I could make my life better so I would be more attractive to 
women or at least Erin. But she wants the security that comes with success and 
I can't give it to her and when I can would I want to give that to her. If she is 
not willing to take a chance on me in the bad times why would I want to share 



the good times with her? Some old women sat by me and I so wanted to ask 
them to join me. When I left I gave them the ashtray I was using because they 
did not have one. I then drove to work and the radio was so talking to me. 
Emotions. Emotions of inadequacy and wanting to change my life for her. I 
hope someday this journal is better than flowers and balloons. But she would 
not want security from me. "Creep" came on the radio and made me think that 
Erin had played it the other night. I want to feel special and not in the retarded 
way. But in the way Erin sometimes makes me feel like I can take on the world. 
I sat in my car for about an hour then went and got coffee from Stuart at the 
coffee shop. Work went well and I was content. Almost playful even. I got off 
work and heather wanted to go to Earl's so I joined her there and Donna was 
there. Donna has\had a crush on me and I tried to make it clear that I could feel 
the same way about her but she would have to transfer to another Lackluster 
video if she wanted me to pursue her. But she met a friend of mine, Jeremy, 
and they hit it off. I'm glad someone found love at Jason's party. At Earl's these 
guy that Heather was sitting with were being idiots. Someone complained and 
Cindy, the best waitress in the world, told them that they would have to go but 
they pleaded and she let them stay. Well she let them stay until I talked to her 
and confirmed what another regular had told her so after I had left (I'm 
guessing) she threw there asses out of the restaurant. So I drove home and was 
a little paranoid but I made it and now it is time to go to bed. So I didn't go to 
bed because Erin called and we talked to an hour and a half. She suggested that 
I message or call Sarah and tell here my plans for the next thirteen months. She 
wants to get in contact with an Ex from before she changed her life. I wanted 
to tell don't, and that I loved her and I wanted to be everything to her. But I'll 
never be and I can't even be a reason for her to live. I want to fight for her. I 
wish I can take all her demons and make them mine even if she will only 
disappear from my life after I do that. I don't know if I should start cutting her 
off after fifteen minutes like I do Donna. I have only my love to give to her. 
Why would she talk to me for an hour and a half? Because I listen and don't 
judge. I just want to scream at her and say: 'Me, Me all those things you want 
in your life I can give them to you. Just stay clean and love me in return. 'Cupid, 
please hear my cry and let your arrow fly straight to my lover's heart for me'. 
Do you know that song? It was stuck in my head today. I can't give her shit. 
True security comes from faith. Faith in a god who will take care of you. 



Day -27 

I'm listening to "Indestructible" by Rancid. I think that if I fall back down Erin 
would still be my friend. I want to touch her, to hug her, to see her. Is she just 
teasing me? She said we were just friends and now she's still calling me at 
night and wanting to talk for over an hour and she still wants my advice. It 
sounds like she's okay being friends. Am I? 

Saw a child at work and he told me that he had a green gumball. I smiled 
because he was excited. To enter the kingdom of heaven you must see the 
world through the eyes of a child. I want to see like that because heaven would 
not be far away it would be here on earth. Jason called me at work to confirm 
that we were working tonight. Erin called me after. I wanted to bring her along 
but Jason doesn't feel I should because she is not my girlfriend. He pointed out 
that when he would bring his Erin along to work it was because they were 
fucking. I think he meant that the relationship and the feeling were 
reciprocated. And I love a woman who does not love me. So after I got caught 
up on what he had written without me and fixed things that he over looked, 
Donna, Heather and Rebecca sat with me and Jason and we talked. Erin called 
me and I went outside to talk to her because it was too loud in Earl's. She 
wants help with finding a job. I should have told her to take the bus and I don't 
care if you are going to wear a skirt. But I didn't and I told her I would call her in 
the morning. Sleep now. 



Day -26 

I called Erin around lOAm and she said she would get ready. Well by the time I 
got there she was still in her pj's. I waited while she got ready. She wore this 
short skirt but that's not what I noticed. I noticed these black stockings that she 
wore. They brought attention, my attention, to her legs. She picked up an 
application at bath and body works. She wanted to look at some clothes, so we 
did. She picked out two shirts and I told her one looked nice. She picked the 
other one in a different color. My opinion means nothing. I tell you more about 



the friend's opinion later. After that we went and ate. I took her to work and 
she commented about how I was quiet and I explained why. Well I explained 
why Jason did not want me to bring her last night. She did not say much. I took 
her to work and met up with Jason at the coffee shop. We wrote eight pages 
today. After that I went and got Erin from work and voted. She met my mom 
and they talked a little. We then went back to her apartment and watched "O, 
brother where art thou". Great movie. We bought a pizza and shared it. So 
after that we were bored and decided to go play air hockey. At 'The Block' in 
Orange were the air hockey tables. So we walked around and looked at stuff. 
We went into a shop were she tried on a very nice sweatshirt. I'd almost say 
cute or hot but I don't talk like that. Erin wants a guy who when they go 
shopping will tell her that. But she qualified this statement with: "not you 
Dave". So once again I'm busted down to friend. We played two games of air 
hockey and the match was tied. I told her we should come back and have an air 
hockey off. She said the best three out of five. I wish she would change her 
perception of me. When I'm with her I want to kill myself a little less. On the 
way home I told her that she looks more like Wynonna Ryder than Jennifer 
Love Hewitt. She then started to talk about how so many people have said she 
looked like actresses and cartoon characters. Sailor Moon, I don't quite see that 
one. She wanted to back out of doing one of our good deeds but I called her 
and now I feel like an asshole. I don't want to force her to do anything, even 
love me. She needs to make up her own mind on everything. 



Day -25 

I woke up today feeling okay. Showered and got ready. I called Erin and she 
said to pick her up later because she wanted to sleep. I then went down to UCI. 
I talked to a counselor named Chika. She said that I could talk to Dr. Nick and 
see if he would change my grade or take the class again. It sounded good so I 
went and found Dr. Nick's office and his office hour was late in the afternoon. I 
didn't want to stay so I left. Erin called me on the way home and I went and 
picked her up. We had fast food for lunch. Then we went to the convalescent 
home and asked if we could visit with a patient or two. We were nervous as we 
walked in. They said sure and led us to the recreation room. We met a man 



named Walter. He was fucking cool. He talked softly and we both had trouble 
hearing him. He thought we wanted words of wisdom. I didn't but he wanted 
to talk. The first thing out of his mouth was that there is no magic. But it helps 
when you do it. The most important thing he said was that you have to figure 
out life for yourself. He also said not to give up. Erin was very in the moment. 
Someone asked her if I was her husband. She said no that we are only friends. 
Walter worked as a director for educational films. He also said that there was a 
bond between us but he did not know what it is. I wanted to scream: I love her 
but she only wants my friendship. We left after about a half hour. We went to 
her apartment and watched a movie. Erin suggested "Seven". As it was going I 
kept thinking that I'm all of these sins. Sloth, greed, gluttony, lust, pride, envy 
and wrath. I guess that if I thought about it more I would be envy and Finn is 
wrath. That would probably make Erin pride and I'm once again stuck in the 
middle. She asked me if I thought she was a negative person. I said no. No more 
than me. She said that she shouldn't listen to what Finn has to say. He's a 
fucking great guy but he is not fun to be around sometimes. He made me feel 
like shit for even being her friend. I told her that he told me that she was using 
me for a ride and to have a life. So she is not always at home. She kind of got 
mad that I didn't tell her sooner. I like being around her and if all I am, is the 
friend that's fine. After the movie I left. I met with Jason to work on the 
movie. It went well. We did six pages. After we talked about the situation and 
he said that I'm like a placeholder. I do boyfriend stuff but I don't get laid and 
she doesn't love me. I want to compliment her. I want to hold her hand. I want 
to go shopping with her. But I can't compliment her or hold her hand because 
I'm a fucking placeholder. Jason said that I should tell Erin what effect she has 
on me. But I believe that this will drive us further apart. I'm fucking crazy when 
she's not around. This whole last year of life thing is a bad idea. I'm going to 
stop writing. No woman I want will ever have me. There will always be 
someone better. I'm a waste of skin and a horrible person. My heart aches, 
literally. I want to die. I'd pray for that or other things but they never come 
true. All I have is pain. 

Erin basically told me to get over myself. So after a long walk, four cigarettes 
and some thinking I'm over it. This is not my problem. Two of my friends don't 
get along and it is not my problem. 



Day -24 

I woke up to Rancid again. I turned it off then went back to sleep. When I got 
up I felt good. I got ready and went and got my check from work. I called Erin 
and asked her to lunch on the way to the bank. She said that she already ate. I 
called Jack but his phone was busy. I called him a couple of times but the phone 
was busy. So I got gas and cigarettes and came home. Erin is often my reason 
to get out of the house. I need to find my own reason not to sit at home and 
mope. I took a nap and then went to the coffee shop. Joey nor Kristen was 
working so I did not get free coffee. I sat there for a while and then Jason 
showed up and we began to write. He informed me that he had stopped by the 
coffee shop earlier and written five pages. He read them to me and I liked 
them so we proceeded to write five more pages. So now we are up to page 51. 
I left and went to work. I had to do inventory and I was early. Two hours early. I 
went and got something at the sandwich shop and ate in the backroom. Then I 
went outside to my car and smoked and napped. My heart ached again and it 
feels like palpitations. I could be that I had two cups of coffee or I had been 
smoking a lot. I went inside at 10:45Pm. We got to work immediately. 
Inventory was fun. Erin called me twice while I was working. The first time I 
asked her if she would like to hang out tomorrow. And the next time she asked 
for a movie, "Inventing the Abbots". After we were done with inventory Denise, 
my boss, took us to eat. And I came home. 



Day -23 

Woke up at 2:30 Pm. I got ready and left the house. First stop the mall. Erin 
wants to see "Inventing the Abbots" so I special ordered it at the video store. It 
was cheaper than I thought it was going to be. After that I went to Jack's house 
to check on him. His phone has been off the hook for several days. I got there 
and he wanted to watch a movie but he fell asleep. Jack had the flu which 
kicked his ass. Erin called me while I was there with the offer of psigetti. Free 
food and I meal with Erin? I was so there. Greg was the one who called me to 
ask if I would check up on Jack and he would show up a little later to Jack's 



house. I talked to Jack's nephew and he was sick with the flu also. I left and 
went to Erin's. Alissa showed up later and we ate. I left there to fulfill a 
commitment. I saw Finn but he did not speak to me. Alissa said it was because I 
was friends with the evil one, Erin. Cyndee asked me to come over some time 
and bring her movies because she would be homebound for another week or 
so. Cyndee is Finn's mother. But I can't say no to her. I went back to Erin's 
apartment with hopes of air hockey. But she wanted to watch a movie. 
"Skeleton key" was the movie. Someone told me it sucked but it was 
enjoyable. After the movie and the special features, Erin still wanted air 
hockey. But the place would be closed by now because it was after midnight. 
So I suggested the best restaurant in the world, Earl's. She agreed and we 
went. I saw Rebecca, Max and Johnny. Cindy served me my usual. Erin had a 
hot chocolate. Our conversation led to the talk of "The Chameleon". A pet I had 
when I lived at school. He's dead now. "The Chameleon" did not let me touch 
him. And when he died I wasn't brokenhearted. Erin said that you can't 
become attached to something that will not let you touch it. I think she was 
speaking for herself and that she would not become emotionally attached to 
me and therefore she would not let me touch her. We stopped hugging a week 
or two ago. When we were watching the movie she was sitting on the floor 
diagonal from where I was sitting on the futon, her bed. I wanted so badly 
reach over and caress her neck and ear. I want her to be emotionally attached 
to me. So I drove home and played the red light game. Six tonight. Part of me 
wants to give up on her because she has been talking to Finn online. But the 
other part of me can't stop loving her. Well I think its love. It's probably just 
infatuation. And a longing to be loved. 



Day -22 

I woke up before my alarm went off. So I lied in bed until it went off. I think this 
is being normal without the medication to make me sleep. I got out of bed at 
10:15 Am. I came home and had a nap with the craziest dream. Then I went to 
work. I called Erin asking her if she wanted to watch "Angel Heart" but she 
never called me back. Better luck tomorrow? Tomorrow I will drop off a movie 
for Cyndee. I was going to buy it for her but I can't find it. 



Day -21 

I woke up before my alarm went off with heart burn this morning. I went and 
picked up some blank CDs and called Cyndee. I went by her house to drop off 
the movie because she did not answer the phone. Erin and I messaged as I 
made her a CD. She invited me over and I gave her the CD. She cooked for me 
again. She cooks for me a lot. Cyndee and I talked on the phone and she said 
she did not care what was going on. I'm pretty sure she meant with Erin and I. 
Cyndee said she loved me and I reciprocated because she is the first woman I 
danced with clean. She also means a great deal to me. After Erin and I ate eggs 
and toast we watched "Angel Heart". Fucking awesome movie. Erin fell asleep 
on her bed and she looked rather angelic lying there with one of the cats in her 
arms. Usually it is I who falls asleep while we watch a movie. She used to snap 
at me to wake me up. TV and a comfy place to sit have that affect on me. After 
the movie we watched TV. "Ten things I hate about you" came on and we 
watched the first part before I had to go. Work went well. One of my CSR's did 
not show up so I asked Michelle to stay and she said okay. I thought of a great 
way to give a gift to Erin but I think she may not like it because it goes beyond 
the bounds of being just friends. I'll talk to Beanna or April about it. Jason 
finished the first draft of winter demon today I need to read it and make some 
adjustments. But if Jason followed what was set down in the outline then I 
think it will be great and need little fiddling with. 

Day -20 

I woke up and waited for my alarm to go off. I got ready for the day. I printed 
out a copy of "Winter demon" and went to the coffee shop. It reads so fucking 
great. Little grammatical errors. I fiddled with it and I'm so fucking amazed. 
Jason and I have done a great thing and I am very hopeful. Goodbye debt, hello 
professional screenwriter. I talked to Cyndee and she said she was proud of me 
and that I should come visit her sometime this week. I messaged Erin and told 
her the good news. Soon I'm off to work at lackluster video but for now I'm 
going to spend some time with my mom. Maybe I'll even have a bite to eat. I 
had a pretty uneventful day at work. Mitch called and I wanted to yell at him 
again. Revenge and 'street justice' are not recovery based activities. A 



productive member does not get gangsters to solve his problems. After work I 
went to Earl's with Heather and Donna. We sat and talked and ate until about 
3Am. 



Day -19 

I woke up, after getting to sleep at 4Am, at lOAm. I watched TV for a few and 
realized that I could not stay awake so I went back to sleep. Mom woke me up 
and we went and had lunch. I then went to the coffee shop and drank coffee. I 
talked to Jason about the script and the changes. I smoked a couple of 
cigarettes and left for work. At work I did my job and my CSR did not show up 
again so she is fired. Everything seems to be going alright. I asked Erin if she 
would like to apply at lackluster video because I've figured out a way to get her 
application to go through. She said maybe if nothing pans out tomorrow. She 
also said it was sweet of me to offer to help her with a ride to the mall to find a 
job. I want to be there for her but this may get tiring. She stopped hugging me 
a while back and she still talks to me the same. She tells me a lot of shit and I 
try to keep that for her in the hopes that it may create a kind of intimacy and 
supercede the whole touch as a way of emotional attachment. But I've been 
told to not get my hopes up. Finn posted a comment on "Donnie Darko"'s 
Myspace account. It said FUCK FUCKING FUCKED FUCKERS 

FUCKING FUCKED FUCKERS. 

FRIENDS DONT LET FRIENDS FUCK FUCKING FUCKERS. 

...or did i get that backwards? 

I'm scared that he believes that if I have feelings for Erin this some how 
constitutes a mutual sexual relationship but I could be reading into this far too 
much. I'd show Erin but she may not want to know or she may see that I'm a 
sneaky, deceitful psychotic son of a bitch. 

Day -18 



I woke up around noon and called Erin. I started driving to the coffee shop 
when she called me and asked if I would pick her up at l:30Pm. So I got my 
usual, grande blackeye and a cup of ice water. I drank some and left. I picked 
her up and as she got ready I watched a show on the French colony of French 
Guiana. It reminded me of trivial pursuit with Greg, Ryan and Jeremy. I told her 
the story but she wasn't too interested. We then left for the mall. When we 
got there we ate. I had Panda Express and she had some teriyaki chicken. 
There was a lot of gristle in her chicken and she looked cute pulling it out of her 
mouth. I watched her do this until she noticed that I noticed and told me not 
to watch. Erin was wearing low rise jeans that show her pelvis, sexy. We went 
to pick up applications at a couple of places and she told me that she had 
already applied at some department stores online. After that I took her home 
and came home to take a nap before inventory. Inventory went well. Someone 
received Coke wrong and I told Denise that "Penguins and polar bears do not 
coexist and they don't drink Coke or listen to the "Beach Boys" so we should 
start a letter writing campaign to get Coke to cease and desist their holiday 
advertisement". I took Heather home and we talked about Erin. But I think 
Heather wants me now. But it could be in my head. After inventory was 
finished I took Brandon home and now I will sleep. 

Day -17 

I woke up around llAm this morning. I thought Mitch was going to be at 
school so I went there but when I called him he was at home. I went and picked 
him up and we went to eat at Philly's Best. I saw Ryan's dad, Bruce, there and 
we talked for a bit. After we were done eating I took Mitch home. I called 
Cyndee but she did not answer so I called Jason and asked if he would like to 
hang out. I invited Erin to go but she had to do laundry. She has an interview 
for a job. I think it is tomorrow, I'm happy for her. Jason and I got coffee and 
read synopses of Vladimir's work over the past twenty years. They all sucked 
and we laughed. We then went and watched "Devil's Rejects" and I almost fell 
asleep a couple of times. I left and here I am at the computer wishing Erin 
would message me or call me. Jason messaged me wanting to go to Earl's and 
for me to pick him up. So I got in my car and started driving to his house. On my 
way there I called Erin and invited her. She said yes. When I picked her up she 
was wearing the most darling brown v-neck sweater. She also had her hair 



pinned pack and in pig tails. I wanted to tell her that I thought her hair was 
beautiful but I restrained myself because she does not want that from me. She 
brought up the subject of how a lot of people she knows are getting married 
and having kids, while she sits at Earl's. I wanted to tell her, "I want those 
things, I want them with you". She also wants to move back to Missouri. I'm 
against this unless I go with her. Maybe when I'm a success she will change her 
mind. The conversation got quite and she was waiting for me to say something 
but all I wanted to tell was how beautiful she was and that she should not go. 
She said that I should not listen to her about the kids and marriage rant 
because she was talking out of her ass but I am with her on the whole wasting 
my life at Earl's thing. I want to love her and be loved by her. I keep 
fanaticizing that one day she will invite me in after a late night or even a simple 
hug. But alas I am fated to never be loved. Fuck that. Fuck fate there is no such 
thing. I'm going to have to force my way into her heart. I'll start 
complementing her whether she wants me to do so or not.That kid with the 
green gumball a week or so back came into lackluster video a couple of days 
ago and was not a happy child. He did not get a green gumball this time and did 
not get the toy he wanted. I guess things change even in the eyes of a child. 
The capitalist economy is killing the human spirit. A green gumball will never be 
enough because soon the child will have grown and now he expects a car, 
house and a lovely woman to share that with him. 

Day -16 

I woke up early today but went back to bed. I then watched two Elia Kazan 
movies, "East of Eden" and "On the Waterfront". I ate and my mom told me 
that I'm being like my brother, Eddie. I didn't appreciate that at all. I went and 
got some coffee and sat and thought about stuff. I think I'll just once and for all 
ask Erin if she would date me. She went to see the latest Harry Potter movie. I 
went and fulfilled my commitment. Megan complimented my hair today. I wish 
I could feel about her the way I do about Erin. It may make things simpler. 
Jason had invited me over to watch movies and so I went over there. We 
watched three shorts by a Nacho Cerda. They were very good. Then we 
watched a Fulci movie that was horrible. 

Day -15 



I woke up around ten AM. I went to the park. I came home and took a nap. I 
left for work around 3 Pm and called Erin when I got there. She did not pick up 
her phone nor did she call me back. I don't know. I want her so bad and she 
isn't interested in me. It bums me out because she is a good person and I feel 
like a piece of shit. She probably went to O'Neil park and got with Finn or she 
just doesn't want to talk to me. She doesn't want me, she doesn't want me and 
there is nothing I can do about it because I'm a piece of shit and don't deserve 
to be happy. At work my co-worker, Melanie, suggested we watch "Polar 
Express". Fuck that movie and fuck Christmas. I feel worthless. I have never had 
a girlfriend and I wouldn't blame any woman for not wanting me because I'm a 
piece of shit. Three fucking days ago I was on top of the world hanging out with 
Erin and now I'm a wreck because she won't call me back. Fuck that she will 
come around and call me soon. If not she can move back to Missouri or have a 
wonderful life with Finn. But this maybe all in my head and she could have just 
been out with friends or something else. Finn is a great guy it's just that he's 
not me and so I'm envious. I should lock my heart away, stab out my eyes, 
bludgeon my ear drums and burn my skin so that I can never become attached 
to a woman again. She has also become part of my fear of what I may have 
done in the past. 

Day -14 

I woke up early today and tried to watch TV but my mom thought that my 
falling asleep meant the she could steal the remote. So I went to Cyndee's 
house and picked up a movie that I had loaned her and she asked how things 
were. Fine I told her and went into slight detail. She asked about Erin and I 
told her that we hadn't spoken in a few days. Erin is probably at her grandma's 
because Thanksgiving is soon. She asked why I wasn't at the campout and I 
told her I had to work. She wanted another movie so she came by Lackluster 
video and I gave her one on my account. I miss Erin something awful. Work 
tonight went well we have visits from Lackluster big wigs in the morning. 

Day -13 

I woke up and went back to sleep at 10 AM. I got up for work around 2:30 Pm. 
I got to work early and Denise told me that the Lackluster big wigs were coming 
in between then and close. I was supposed to be on my best behavior and not 



be myself. I had to be on, as Greg would say. I had to friendly and outgoing. 
But alas they did not come into the store because they did not arrive today. I 
told Jason I have a new idea for another script but I cannot say what it is. So I 
just found out a couple of minutes ago that Erin is not at her Grandma's she at 
her apartment and she's just not calling me back. What the fuck. I'll call her 
tomorrow maybe she will answer the phone. 

Day -12 

So I couldn't sleep last night. I drove around at 4Am and chain smoked. I 
yelled at the radio. I just want to talk to Erin but I should not call her. I fell 
asleep around 6am and woke up at llAm. I called Erin around 2Pm and she 
answered and said that she was sick. I asked her about her interview and she 
said she did well. I tried to invite myself over but she said she should rest 
because she is sick. I'm watching "Indiana Jones and the temple of doom". She 
isn't mad at me and she wants to talk to me she is just sick. I pitched my idea to 
Jason and he did not like it. He said it was too brutal and disturbing even for 
us. He wants to work on his own thing right now but we are still going to work 
on "Lipstick". Jason wants to take me out for sushi on my birthday because I 
really don't want a party. Maybe I should invite others for sushi? 

Day -11 

I woke up early today because I had to work at 9 Am. I was almost late today. 
My CSR was kind of a bitch today but she is likable so I can't really complain. I 
had a 4x4 at the In N Out. It put me into a meat and cheese coma. I wanted to 
go home early but I need to finish some training on the computer. "Using the 
computer" is one of my CSR's and mine term for using the toilet in front of 
customers. At out Lackluster video we don't let the guest use the restroom. 
But today I was actually using a real computer in the backroom to learn about 
harassment in the workplace. I have a torn of courses to take for my 
promotion and my boss, Denise, can't give me more hours to complete them 
because the company is tight on hours right now. So I stayed until the end of 
my shift. I came home and tried to nap but I kept wanting to call Erin but I 
can't go over there because she is sick and she knows that I get sick easily. I 
think she know this. I kept thinking what a wonderful life we would have if I 
was successful and she considered dating me. I'm such a bitch sometimes I 



thought that only chicks were supposed to think like that. I went to write with 
Jason and we did so for about two hours. He believes that this one will be 
golden. 

Day -10 

As I was walking up to Lackluster video I came upon Heather entering the 
coffee shop and she asked what I was thankful for, considering it is 
Thanksgiving. I said nothing, literally. I was thankful for nothing today. I am in 
love with a woman who I can't have, Erin is not a possession but you get my 
drift. Yes? I work a shitty job. I'm going to be thirty and still haven't graduated 
college. I feel like a loser. Heather suggested that I should be thankful for the 
air in my tar filled lungs. I laughed and thought it could be a start, being 
thankful that I'm alive. Before I clocked in I called a couple of people to wish 
them a good day, of course I called Erin who do you think I am. We both know 
by now that I'm completely insane. She called me back and we talked while I 
was on the clock and I made a joke in front of my boss, Denise, about how she 
would yell at me for talking on the phone while I should have been working. I 
don't know if Erin got it but Denise laughed. Denise isn't a yeller. She's more of 
a write a note to remember and have a nice warm conversation with you kind 
of boss. I got off work a little early because Stuart agreed to come in a little 
early. He needs the hours. I do too but my mom kind of expects me to be at 
home for dinner promptly around 5Pm or so. Eddie, Mom and I ate chicken 
(buying a turkey for three people would be kind of silly) and the other 
traditional encroachments of the holiday. I went to see some friends and we 
talked about gratitude. I get to go to work, I get a woman in my life who wants 
to be my friend, I get, by the grace of god, to turn thirty in ten days. I get a lot 
of things and I should be grateful everyday of my life for those things. Now I 
get to take my medicine and try to finish watching "Empire Strikes Back" before 
falling asleep. I keep falling asleep before the end of the Hoth battle scene. 

Day -9 

I went to the mall!! It was the day after Thanksgiving. That was a bad idea. I 
had to pick up a gift for Erin that I had special ordered. I almost got hit by a car 
on my way into the mall, so I hope she appreciates the DVD. I was still thinking 
of sending it to her in an envelope with a pressed rose inside. She may not 



know who it is from if I do but she's smart and will figure it out. But fuck it, you 
know I feel for this girl and I want to do this for her. Jason and I tried to write 
but he was burned out. He told me to come up with some ideas on my own 
and email them to him. I couldn't think so I cyber stalked women on myspace. 
By that I mean I browsed users and looked at there sites. No one I really 
wanted to talk to so I just looked. 

Day -8 

Pretty uneventful. I called Erin to invite her to sushi next week but she did not 
answer her phone. I was shocked. No I wasn't. She may call me back or she 
may not but I can't worry about that because it's really not worth it. If I end up 
without a lover in my life, then I will still be okay. And sometimes just being 
okay is enough. So I figure that If I leave the rose pressing for 27.75 days, that's 
666 hours, I will make a deal with the imaginary figure know as Satan. Silly. I 
believe that Pam and I went to see the Libertine. On our way there we saw an 
accident on the 57 freeway south in Orange. A guy was on the ground with 
blood covering his head it seemed as though he had flown out the windshield. 
He kept struggling to sit up. Blood never looks as real as it does in the movies. 
At the movies I kept falling asleep. I guess I was comfortable. And In good 
company. 

Day-7 

I don't know. I went to work and everything went well but I want more out of 
my life. I think at the end of the 13 months this may be the longest suicide note 
ever. I feel worthless sometimes. 

Day -6 

I woke up to Finn calling me today. I was not happy to be awaked at 8 Am but I 
was happy that he called me so it evened itself out. He told about his past life 
as a jester in Australia. Then at llAm Erin called me wanting to have coffee 
with me. I was ecstatic. She said to meet her at the coffee shop by her 
apartment at fifteen before 1 Pm. We didn't have much to say but it was said. 
She kept freaking out about the pigeons. She is afraid of birds. So I tried to 
scare them away, lure them away with pieces of my cookie. These tactics 



worked for a little while but they kept coming back. We finished our cigarettes 
and went to the t-shirt shop. Erin would like to go to sushi on Saturday night. 
After the t-shirt shop we went to an animal shop and looked at fish, birds, 
puppies and kittens. They even had screeching cockroaches. I enjoy the 
reptiles and the cockroaches very much. Erin was occupied with the fish and 
furry things. The furry things cost too much, right now. But I still want another 
boxer they are great dogs. 27.75 days is approximately the number of days on 
average of a woman's menstrual cycle which is 28 days. Just a meaningless 
coincidence. Not even a good one at that. 

Day -5 

I woke up god-awful early today. Jason wanted me to distribute muffins with 
him so I did. I told him about the 28 days and the meaningless coincidence. He 
said it was more proof that women are evil. I laughed of course. We made 
great time today and go off at 4:30 Pm. We were going to write but I was tired 
and wanted to go to see some friends. So I came home and took a short nap 
and out I went. I'm talking more and more to Finn. And possibly less and less 
to Erin. No maybe the same now. But I don't want to be in the middle and in 
the mess again. Fuck. 

Day -4 

I didn't write that day so it's been a couple of days so I'll try to remember. It 
was Wednesday but I did not have to work so I say around the house for a 
while and then called Erin and we had dinner after going to the post office. She 
wanted to mail so presents to her nephews but the wait was too long so she 
decided that we should leave. We then went and had dinner. And I dropped 
her off at home. I then went to write with Jason and we talked about what 
James had said. 

Day -3 

I spent most of the day napping in front of the TV in the living room. I had to 
work so I went in a little early. I told a couple of my co-workers what was going 
on with the movie and some were excited for me. I closed with Denise who at 
the end of the night gave me a write-up for a poor close on Monday. She was 



very cool about it. I went to Earl's with Jason after work. He told me that one 
of his friends from college was interested in the script also. He said that they 
would probably buy it from us. That didn't sound all that bad. It just depends 
on how much we will get paid. 

Day -2 

I delivered muffins today by myself. I went to my commitment and saw many 
of my friends. I did not see Finn today. Kind of sucks because I wanted to invite 
him in person but Erin will be there so I don't know. I went to Earl's with Jason, 
Dennis, Ross, Megan, Pam and Will. I wanted to call Erin and just go hang out 
with her but I decided not to because I don't know. Fuck. I can't seem to get 
her out of my head and all I want is her. Like another person is going to make 
my life complete. That's bullshit. If she doesn't call me she doesn't want to 
hang out with me. Yes, I know men have to convince women that the woman 
wants to be around the man but that's kind of shit. So I've been telling 
everyone about my theory of the Anticlaus. The Anticlaus is Santa Claus' mortal 
enemy. I got this from the Coke commercial. Because penguins and polar bears 
don't coexist in the wild nor do they drink coke and listen to the Beach Boys. 
The penguins are the minions of the Anticlaus. And the polar bears depicted in 
the commercial are conspirators against Santa Claus. Santa lives in the north 
pole where he is protected by the polar bears while the Anticlaus lives in the 
south pole and just likes to have the penguins around and doesn't need there 
protection because the Anticlaus is a badass. The polar bears are in the south 
pole to give away Santa's secrets to the minion penguins and they drink Coke 
because as every one knows Coke is the devils drink. Not really but it amuses 
me so I like this story. Just for the record I like Coke. It is good. But I don't like 
Christmas, Christmas commercials, Christmas music and pretty much anything 
that has to do with Christmas. It is a bullshit holiday, another reason for people 
to buy themselves or others shiny shit that most of the rest of the world can't 
have and will not improve there lives. "Hey Mister Swahili starving in Africa 
here is a big flat screen TV, we know that what you really need is food but chew 
on this bad boy. Oh no electricity, well fuck you then you ungrateful heathen." 
The Santa of capitalism would say. Fuck Christmas. And especially fuck Christ. 
No. But I just think to paraphrase a good movie; having a good idea is much 



better than a belief. You can change your ideas but beliefs sometimes kill 
people. 

Day-1 

Erin did not want to go to sushi but she said we would do something another 
day. I said I would call her. I went and had sushi and had a great time. I invited 
Finn as soon as Erin had told me she did not want to go. It was kind of weird 
but there was a seat in between me and Finn left completely empty the whole 
time we were there, as we were leaving and loitering outside Pam and I got 
into a fight and she bit me. Jason, Jeff, Michele and I went to watch a movie. 
Michele gave me some water and the three of them acted as if she had put 
alcohol into it. I laughed each time I would drink it and I felt like I were going to 
spit all over the place from laughing. 

Day 1 (12/04/05) 

Well this is the first day. If you are smart you know that in time calculations 
there is no zero. No year zero, no day zero. Jesus was not born in the year zero. 
He was born in the year one if at all. And died 33 years later in the year 33AD if 
he ever lived to begin with. Time begins with one and if it were negative then it 
would still be something but time is never nothing. So this is the first day. 
Sunday December Forth 2005. I've been reading Dharma Punx. That's pretty 
much what I did today at work. Dharma Punx was written by Noah Levine, 
Stephen Levine's son. The fucking book is phenomenal. I connect with it. His 
story is a lot like mine except he gets laid when he wants and is a cool punker. 
I'm a fat fucking poseur who has over three years clean and does not get laid. 
He used far more hard drugs than I. 

(This woman from meetings said as she was leaving Lackluster video that I was 
not a real addict and I was only a deadbeat. Fuck her. Bitch. Cunt. I was once 
told that if you had a problem eating rat shit then maybe you belonged. I 
ended up in mental institutions over alcohol and diet pills I think I need 
meetings.) 

I just don't get women and more importantly I don't understand them as well. 
Or is it because I'm fat and ugly. I'm also a self-defecating asshole. Oh, I mean 



self-deprecating. Mom took me to lunch and on the way she got mad at me 
because I don't give two shits about what other people think of me. She 
believes that this is bad because I'll never improve myself and "Why the hell do 
you go to those meetings anyway if you don't care what others think of you?". 
It's not that I'm entirely nihilistic; I just quit trying where others are concerned. 
She wants me to quite smoking, start shaving more often and take better care 
of myself. When you've pretty much resigned yourself to living a life without a 
partner, you kind of stop caring. I've never been laid and I don't foresee any 
love interests in my near future. I really dig Erin but she doesn't feel the same 
way for me and I'm not about to change her mind. Plus she's my good friend 
and ex-sponsor's ex-girlfriend. I could probably get laid if I start hitting on fat 
chicks and ugly broads. That was mean. But once again that brings us back to 
the fact that I'm an asshole. Great I now have the asshole song stuck in my 
head. 'I'm an asshole, I'm an asshole...' Ryan called me to wish me a happy 
birthday, I told him that I had a great time yesterday and that soon faded as I 
was driving home by myself to a bed where I sleep by myself. I told him that I 
had a reservation about being thirty and not being in a relationship or at least 
having relations (sex). I told him that I wanted to get loaded or kill myself and 
he said that I probably shouldn't focus on that. I told him that I talked myself 
out of it and he said "yeah because it was silly". I don't want just sex. I'm sure I 
could get that even without paying for it. I want someone to be with and do 
shit with and not feel that when I see my friends that I'm missing something or 
someone. Stuart's girlfriend, Noel, brought me cheesecake after Heather and I 
closed the Lackluster video. Erin messaged me with a birthday greeting today. I 
would call her tomorrow but I have to deliver muffins in the morning and then 
Lackluster video in the evening. Jeff told me happy birthday as he was getting 
ready to leave work and as I was coming onto my shift. Denise called me to 
wish me a happy birthday. Eddie this morning called me an old man after 
wishing me a birthday. Fuck I don't even feel like a man let alone an old one. I 
feel very much like a child. Ryan and I talked more about my feelings of 
inadequacy that mainly come from the fact that I can't support myself because 
I haven't graduated thus work at Lackluster video. I need to make amends with 
others and move on with my life. Robert called me this morning before I went 
to lunch. It was good to hear from him. Sometimes when I'm on the phone 
with people I don't know what to say or why they care so much about me that 
they would call in the first place. That reminds me Jack is in the hospital and I 



should go see him soon. The fucking guy is the shit and I want to get out of 
myself. Tuesday, Tuesday I'll go to see him. My sister, Beanna, called me today 
but none of my other siblings called. WTF I'm sure I'll get over it. Maybe on 
Wednesday I'll go into the back yard and beat the tree with a baseball bat. Oh, 
that reminds me, I have more to say about Coke and Christmas. If I ever see a 
penguin I will beat it senseless then I will piss all over it's corpse same goes for 
polar bears, baby seals, Santa Claus and Coke Ad execs. Is this where I learn to 
love my life on the first day of the last year of my life? Fuck no it is going to 
take a lot of time and work. 

Day 2 (12/05/05) 

Today I woke up god awful early, 6 Am. I went to deliver muffins in central 
Orange County. Everybody I delivered to was way cool. Some guy ordered a 
bunch of baskets on my route and most of the addresses had changed but I 
found most of them and I had an extra basket, which I gave to Alissa and Erin. 
After I got done delivering I went home to take a nap. I went to Lackluster and 
had a great night except Donna Kept buggin the shit out of me. She wasn't even 
scheduled tonight. Fuck Heather for calling in. Stuart's girlfriend, Noel, brought 
me cheesecake last night and tonight she brought me pot roast. WTF. They are 
both way fucking chill. When I got off I went to give Erin and Alissa the muffins. 
Alissa and Erin were both appreciative. But as I was leaving Erin looked at me 
funny. She looked really hot tonight. Maybe it was because I remembered that 
she has training for her new job tomorrow. I don't know it was like an 'I miss 
you when you're gone' look but I could just be in my head. Erin is growing to 
loathe Donna as I have. Donna's cool she just annoys me and instead of 
working sits and talks to me when I'm trying to read or trying to work. 
Tomorrow I have an early call time so I have to be in Anaheim at 7 Am. The 
muffins need to find people to eat them. 

Day 3 (12/06/05) 

Today I went to Hoag hospital in Newport Beach. I had 6 deliveries to make 
just at that complex. The place is huge and has dozens of buildings. The last 
two deliveries were to an address on PCH. The funny thing is that the address 
for Hoag is 1 Hoag Dr. These last two were on Hoag Dr the fucking city 
designated them as PCH. WTF. What the fuck. Who decides these things? It 



wasn't too bad today. The other four deliveries were easy to get to. As I was 
driving to Hoag, Jeff called me and wanted me to come into Lackluster. But 
alas I had to work another job. When I got off I drove north on Euclid. I 
remembered that Jack was at Anaheim Memorial so I drove from Fountain 
Valley to the hospital. Rick was there when I got there. I let them talk most of 
the time and spoke up some of the time. We talked about all the usual shit. 
Movies. How I was doing? And Politics. I don't discuss politics with them 
because 1) I don't care all that much 2) I have been called a liberal before and I 
see that they are conservative. I went to the meeting tonight. Jason often tells 
me that I shouldn't go anymore. I like to go even when I'm as tired as I was 
tonight. I keep telling him that when my commitments run out I'll stop going. A 
couple of weeks ago I was hardly going at all. I may have been trying to avoid 
Finn. Fuck it. I think he's over the whole drama shit. My friend Tiffani 
messaged me during the meeting to wake up. I had pulled my beanie down 
over my eyes. Ryan Asked why I was sleeping in the meeting instead of at 
home. I told him I did not want to be at home. I was invited to go to coffee 
with some friends but I'm tired. Not tired enough to sleep so I'm talking to Finn 
via instant messenger. I'm also listening to Iron and Wine. I just wanted 
something pretty to listen to but I also got the emotion that comes with it. I 
was longing to speak to Erin today. I messaged her and Alissa so I'll probably 
hear from her soon. At the hospital Jack and I had so alone time. I wanted to 
ask him about something he mentioned to me awhile ago. I was posed as a 
question. If I could would I want to learn magic and what would I do? I wanted 
to ask him about magic. Sometimes my irrational mind wins the war and I get 
compulsions. But today was not one of those adventurous days. I kept my 
mouth closed and did not bring up that as we talked. I left as soon as the nurse 
came in and wanted him to piss for her. It seemed too intimate. Pissing on 
command can be straining. I want to go visit Willie tomorrow. Willie is Finn's 
dad. But I just may go back to see Jack. I could do both. Eddie's birthday is 
tomorrow. That means he will be 43. 

I don't talk much about meditation. I try! Believe me, I try. But sometimes 
when I lie in bed and concentrate on my breathing I start thinking about other 
things. I follow the thought for a while and try going back to what I was doing 
but most of the time I just get a hard on and decide to do the next indicated 
step. This would be to spank. Yes I realize that I'm a fucking asshole. Most of 



the time I just get moments during the day when I stop and feel how good my 
shoes feel when I'm walking, how with a couple of deep breaths a metal chair 
can be very comforting, or when I'm typing the keys beneath my fingers how 
they respond and feel as I gently press them. Little things like that are called 
mindfulness but I'm not great at that either. I was explaining mindfulness to 
Erin and eating at the same time. I became really aware of what was going on. 
She said that she is often mindful when she smokes a cigarette. I agreed. I 
know that it is probably not a great thing that I still smoke but... there is no but. 
Smoking is not good. Meditation is hard and get better with practice. I love 
eating mindfully. Feeling the fork in my hand and the food in my mouth. 

I'm hungry. So after I turned on Life Aquatic, I went and ate a frozen burrito, 2 
plain bun-less hot dogs and some strawberry yogurt. Wes Anderson is a 
genius. I'm not vegetarian/vegan but I have a great respect for them. I used to 
be ovo-lacto-pesca-vegetarian. When meant if the animal spent time on dry 
land I would not eat it. Eggs and milk products were chill too. Movie, book, 
then bed time. 

Day 4 (12/07/05) 

I woke up around 6 Am because I forgot to turn off my alarm clock. I then went 
back to sleep for a while. I started watching Life Aquatic again. Great movie. 
The other day I watched the Royal Tenenbaums. I need more Wes Anderson 
movies. Ritt called me and wants to pick up the receipts from yesterdays 
deliveries. I went to visit Willie and Jack after I saw Ritt. Willie was in good 
spirits although he looked very skinny. We talked a little but I mostly just sat 
there and kept him company while he munched on some soup his wife brought 
him. Jack was asleep when I got to the hospital but woke up and told me what 
a great thing it was to wake up to me sitting there. We talked about the 
normal shit we talk about and watched mythbusters on the discovery channel. 
After that I came home and asked mom for money for gas and other things to 
help with work tomorrow. Yes, I mean cigarettes, soda and some pocket cash. 
I then went to a meeting and saw some friends. Finn told me it was way cool of 
me to go visit his dad. I like Willie so I would naturally go see him when I know 
he is cognizant of my presence. 



For the past month or so I've been waking up to Rancid's— Fall back down. And 
I don't think I'm ready to wake up to The Flaming Lips— Do you realize so I put 
in Dropkick Murphys' Sunshine Highway. That's what I'm going to wake up to 
for the next couple of days or weeks. 

Day 5 (12/08/05) 

5:30 Am comes very quickly when you don't fall asleep until 1:30 Am. I got to 
the meeting spot for the muffin deliveries so I ate the rest of my breakfast 
burrito and smoked until Ritt showed up. I started my route at 8 Am or so. 
Everything went smoothly until I figured out that I was one basket heavy and 
that I had two deliveries in Orange to the same building. And after 6 hours of 
being on the road I made my last stop at Brea Canyon High School. The people 
I deliver to are mostly cool. I was turning onto Basque from Orangethorpe and 
bottomed out in a dip. I was going too fast? Most people will tell you that I 
drive fairly slow. Jason comments from time to time that I drive like an old 
lady. I stopped by Lackluster to see if our checks had come but they did not so I 
went on with my deliveries. I don't know if I should call Erin. Maybe I will call 
her after a nap and some food. 

I ate and it was good. I napped and that was great. I went to Lackluster to get 
some videos. I rented some new titles. I called Erin as I was getting ready to 
leave. I bought Denise a Coke and came home to my mom making meatloaf. 
So I ate again. It was good. Erin called me back before I started eating and I 
offered to pick her up from work. I went to a meeting for a little while but had 
to leave and meet Ritt who I needed to give receipts to. When we met he had 
money for me. It is a hard life being a Lackluster movie pusher and a muffin 
dealer but it pays well to have two jobs during the holiday season. Lackluster 
paychecks were delayed so I couldn't pick them up when they came in a day 
before payday. I work tomorrow so I will get it then. Hopefully my raise will 
have kicked in. I picked up Erin and suggested that we go to the theater and 
watch a movie. She has to work early so we decided not to and instead watch 
a movie at her apartment. But Alissa was using the DVD player so we just sat 
and watched TV. I was going to leave before she turned on the TV but she 
wanted me to stay awhile. I want her so bad. She said that she didn't want me 
to think that she was using me for a ride and I told that it was alright and did or 



should have said that I was the one who offered her the ride home. I should 
have also pointed out the fact that I cleaned my car for her. Need I say it, 
again? I want her so bad. Jack was admitted to the convalescent home that 
Erin and I met Walter in a month or so ago. I asked Erin if she wanted to hang 
out tomorrow but she said that she and Alissa were going to do something. 
Jason called me when I was at the meeting he wanted to hang out but held 
back from saying it and instead commented on that my night was full. So I'm 
off to bed with a movie and thought of a better life, a different life one that is 
no longer mine. Yesterday I turned my romantic life over to the care of god. I 
want to take it back because I want what I want and that is Erin. Fuck. 

Day 6 (12/09/05) 

I got to work (Lackluster) early so I sat at the coffee shop next door and read. I 
had some coffee, naturally. Work went well. Denise and I joked around a lot 
and when Stuart showed up we both gave him shit. I came home and then 
went to fulfill my commitment. When I started reading Dharma Punx, Jason 
said something to the effect that the guy who wrote it got clean and found he 
no longer needed to be active in recovery, ie go to meetings. But from reading 
it I see that there is a place for meetings and steps in my life. Without either 
one I would not have gotten as far as I have. Now I need to seek god and 
karma outside of the safety of the recovery culture. In society at large I may 
find what I've been looking for my whole life. I think I've been looking for that 
thing which I have inside of me, which is in all people, that thing that is larger 
than me. Love, god, enlightenment, I don't know what exactly to call it. I think 
after the shopping season I may look into a spiritual retreat. 

After the meeting was over I went to the theater. I saw the Chronicles of 
Narnia: the lion, the witch and the wardrobe. For that two hours or so Erin had 
left my mind and I was transported into this world C. S. Lewis had created. I 
was there lost inside the wardrobe. The witch was beautiful, seductive and evil. 
I think I may prefer my women that way but I'm not sure. A lot of women I 
meet and fall for are pretty, I become lost in what they are about and they turn 
out not to be the best of people but I've been told that my perception is totally 
fucked. The lion was magnificent. And the children were innocent and in the 
end heroic. 



So I turned my romantic life over to the care of god but how does one do that if 
they've never had a romantic life to speak of. Does like cupid or some other 
bullshit figure come to a person and make them feel the way I want them to 
feel about me. That doesn't sound very much like free will. My concept of god 
doesn't do that shit. Some days I totally have this faith in god. Other days I'm 
not sure if god exists. Other days god hates me and god could fuck off and die 
for all I care. And on a rare occasion I'm sure that there is no god because look 
at me wouldn't god help me because I'm a good person, at least that is what 
I've been told by people who know me. Isn't god supposed to help the good. 

Day 7 (12/10/05) 

I was talking to my friend Duffy about meditation groups and such. He said he 
would look some up for me ones that he would recommend. I really want to 
go. It could be good for me. I went to work and I think I finished Dharma Punx 
that night. I went home and looked for the website. I made a decision to go to 
the last meeting of a five week group this coming Wednesday. I don't get how 
the "D" is silent in Wednesday or the "E" in the middle for that matter. 
Language baffles me. Nothing much happened at work that day. 

Day 8 (12/11/05) 

I asked Jason to go to L. A. with me on Wednesday, yesterday. And today I 
asked Erin if she wanted to go, work schedule permitting. She didn't know her 
schedule yet so I should call her on Tuesday. Once again nothing major 
happened at work. 

Day 9 (12/12/05) 

I woke up really early to stand around waiting for Ritt. I found all my baskets 
and was happy for about ten minutes until Ritt pointed out the world's biggest 
basket of muffins was on my route. Fuck. Most of the day I was concentrating 
on the testament to gluttony in my back seat and not on my route. I was late to 
Lackluster. I think I had a good day at both jobs. Heather told me that I did 
nothing tonight and she was probably right. I need to be more active at the 
Video store. I saw a very pretty girl on one of my stops she was the 



receptionist. Sometimes I notice people smiling at me and for a brief moment I 
feel myself smiling back. 

Day 10 (12/13/05) 

I had twenty- two deliveries today. I was really tired and when I came home I 
tried to sleep. I meet up with some friends around seven. Erin called me to tell 
me that she could not go up to L.A. tomorrow. Ritt called me and said to take 
the day off because it would be a light load and he wanted to train someone. 

Day 11 (12/14/05) 

With the day off I woke up around 11 Am and watched TV. I called Erin around 
3 Pm to tell her that the meditation group was at 7:30 Pm. She called me back 
as I was driving there so I turned around and picked her up. When We got off 
the freeway I turned the wrong way. I wish the directions were more simple 
because if they had said get off on Silver Lake turn left that turns into Temple 
which then turns into Beverly it would have made my life easier. The directions 
said (which I got off the internet— Google maps) Left on Beverly veer left on 
Temple and another left on Beverly those directions, if any streets existed to 
follow them, would have had my car headed back toward the freeway. We 
were late and I was hesitant about going in. Erin and I stood at the top of the 
stairs and looked in and saw Noah. Some guy in the room next to where the 
meditation was going on saw us and waved for us to come in. I kicked off my 
shoes into a pile of other shoes at the door. When I came inside he said that 
we came at a great time because they just finished the meditation and Noah 
was answering questions. Erin had trouble getting her shoes off because she 
was wearing really big boots. We sat towards the back against the wall. I 
looked around and felt at home with this group of people. Noah was really 
great. The questions and answers were very pertinent to things I was going 
through. We had a holiday party at Lackluster. When I should up I was an hour 
late. I had thought the group started at 5 Pm so I would have been on time to 
the party. I found out that the meditation started at 7:30 Pm which was good 
because then Erin could go to but I would be late to the holiday party. When I 
dropped Erin off she said that I should call her because she wanted to go to 
another meditation group. I got to work around 10 Pm and no one seemed to 
be too out of sorts with my tardiness. Heather and Denise wanted to take 



pictures and I was not happy about that at all. I hate having my picture taken. I 
get weird and think about what they do with these pictures. Like it is proof 
that I'm with someone that I'm not supposed to be with. Old paranoia 
sneaking into my life again and I'm standing there holding the door open for 
her. I did my best to hide during the group picture and deleted a picture 
Heather took of my smiling. 

Day 12 (12/15/05) 

In the morning I delivered muffins and it was good. I got off around 2 Pm and 
went and bought some CD's. I came home around 5 Pm and tried to take a 
nap. Erin called and wanted a ride home from work so I picked her up and it 
was cool. I had to wake up early so I did not get a chance to hang out with her. 

Day 13 (12/16/05) 

It is kind of fitting that today was the 13th day. I woke up and went to work, 
muffins. I get to the house and Donna is there. She some how insidiously 
endeared herself to Ritt and was helping him with the muffins. When I was 
getting ready to go Ritt thought it would be a good idea if Donna went on my 
route to south county. I would train her. Well I thought I could maybe use the 
company and she grew up in Laguna Hills so of course she would know the 
area. I was wrong. I was so wrong. Donna does not know her way around 
south Orange County any better than I who has never been there before. She 
can't read a map. She kept holding the maps away from me so that I could not 
look at them as I was driving. And she would not shut the fuck up. After 
talking to Ritt later he seems to think that she views my sarcasm as flirting. So I 
need a more direct approach, like shut the fuck up you annoy me Donna. 
Turning the radio up did not deter her from talking. She had cigarettes of her 
own yet she want mine and the angrier I got the more I think she liked it and 
was waiting for me to say GODDAMNIT DONNA. She likes it when I say that. 
She was really jazzed to be spending the day with me and did not get it when I 
said something about how I got a second job to avoid her. When I would raise 
my voice with her she would mutter something self-deprecating, like shit fuck 
Donna you're stupid. She would often say that Jeremy (my friend/her 
boyfriend?) would not talk to her that way. To top it all off I didn't finish all my 
deliveries and had to get her back to Fullerton by 6:30 Pm. That was not going 



to happen. I told her to call and tell them she was going to be late. Even 
though I loathe her I didn't want her to get in trouble at LackLuster. For like 15 
minutes (what seemed to me like an eternity) driving back to the freeway we 
argued about Stone Cold Steve Austin and Frosty the fucking snow man. She 
makes up these stories that only make her laugh and I told her that they were 
retarded. I thought they were about as funny as she finds my retard voice. But 
like all women she was happy when I joined her in her retardom and told her a 
story about Stone Cold giving Frosty a blow job. "Ha ha, you just made up a 
story about Stone Cold and Frosty. Who's the retard now?" So by the 12th hour 
of being in close proximity to her I was pissed and glad that she got out of my 
fucking car. I will never spend time with her outside of LackLuster again. I 
offered to give her money for training but I think I'm going to renege on that 
deal. Fuck her, she did not do shit today. Oh wait, she did do something she 
took up valuable muffin space and pissed me off the entire day. 

Day 26 (12/29/05) 

Well today is day 26 and a lot has happened in the past 2 weeks. But what was 
it? I remember being overwhelmed delivering muffins but having a great time 
also. Jason and I were ready to kill Ritt in the neck. Erin and I went to see 
Kong. We both liked it but she did not like Adrian Brody's character. Christmas 
sucked. Jeff, Stuart and I gave Denise a present. Winter Demons is going to 
(most likely) be picked up. James wants a budget breakdown from Jason. I 
bought some new shoes and all I can think about is that Ritt hasn't paid me for 
muffins last week and I want money for the winter movie. 

I went to see Jack. We ate lunch and watched a movie. I keep calling Erin but 
she hasn't returned my calls. I want to go to the Dhama Punx thing on New 
Years Eve but she won't call me back. 

Day 27 (12/30/05) 

Fuck Erin. It is the day before New Year's Eve and she hasn't called me back 
and I'm over her. Fuck her not wanting to get emotionally attached or 
whatever is going on with her. I am a good dude and I didn't anything for her to 
fuck with me like this. Well, I did I told her I had feelings. If she is not going to 
return my phone calls then I will go on. 



Yesterday was way cool I got to hang out with Robert. He suggested we do 
something while he is in town that goes against one of the rules I had 
established. No Whores. But the rules were made to be broken I suppose. 

This is really horrible to think but I believe that men are the only ones who truly 
love because with women it is usually all about what can you do for me. 
Money, cars, nice houses is what a lot of them think about. With most guys it's 
you're hot and cool and everything else can be worked out. 

Day 28 (12/31/05) 

I spent New Year's Eve with Jason and Megan. We watched movies and played 
video games and when midnight came we let it pass and continued to play 
games. I feel asleep on the couch as they were watching a movie about a fetus 
vampire. 

Day 29 (01/01/06) 

New Year's Day I had to work and I slept most of the day until it was time to get 
ready. Work was busy yet uneventful. I didn't let Donna get to me. But I did 
have a head ache which got worse as the night went on. So I was pissed. 

Day 30 (01/02/06) 

Jason IM'd and told me that Mark, Ritt and he were going to have lunch and I 
should come. It was cool Ritt insulted the waitress and only drank beer for 
lunch. The restaurant was at the mall and after we decided to go to the Apple 
store. I wanted to walk through Erin's work but decided not to. I then went to 
work where Heather didn't show up for her shift and really pissed me off. Her 
grandfather told me that she told him that she did not have to work. That was 
total bullshit because I told her last night that she was supposed to work. No 
one wanted to come in or would not answer their phones. Denise finally came 
in at 8Pm. It was cool to work with her. 

Day 31 (01/03/06) 

Something cool happened but I don't remember. All I know is that I hung out 
with Fucko, and Jerry. I went and delivered muffins. Nothing unusual about 



that. I wanted to call Erin but decided not to. Perhaps I'll put off calling 
everyday until the next day and one day I won't want to talk to her. 

Day 32 (01/04/06) 

The first day of my second month. In 11 months I may be dead. I worked a 
split shift at Lackluster. I got off around 4:30 and came home and napped and 
saw some friends and hung out with Megan until I had to go to work. Still 
thinking about what Robert said about Nevada. 

Day 35 (01/07/06) 

In the past couple of days some guys have asked me to work with them. One 
started to call me. Donna did not show up for her shift at Lackluster. I'm 
figuring that Erin has for all intents and purposes disappeared. I'm not going to 
call her anymore. Maybe this Wednesday I'll make a final attempt to call her. 

Day 36 (01/08/06) 

I had a dream about a blue rat in a bag of Cheez-it's that I was opening. I miss 
Erin but she has to do what she wants. I have better things to think about. 

Day 39 (01/11/06) 

Today would be the deadline that I would be accepting Erin's Phone calls. After 
this weekend (she gets a grace period) she can fuck off. Julio from high school 
found me on myspace. Kind of cool he was chill. 

Day 40 (01/12/06) 

I went to an exhibit at the Orange County museum of arts. It was a John 
Waters show and at 7:30 Pm they showed two movies. It was fucking great. 
About the Julio thing... A week or so ago an online psychic said that I would be 
contacted by someone who I had lost touch with and it happened because on 
that very day he contacted me on myspace. 

Day 41 (01/13/06) 



Today is the first Friday the 13th of the year. It is also the first full moon of the 
year. My psychic said I would win money on this day but alas psychics are not 
100%. I went into work for Jason today. Okay for the past two weeks I have 
been obsessed with the calendar. Every 6 years the first day of the year falls on 
the first day of the week, Sunday. Unless there is two leap years within that 6 
year period then it would be 11 years. So the last time the first of the year fell 
on a Sunday was in 1995, 11 years ago. The next time this will happen is 
scheduled for 2012. Chanukah also fell on December 25 which last happened in 
1959. I'm figuring that a rough estimation would be to say that in 1960 
(perhaps in need to further research this) the first full moon of the year fell on 
Friday January 13th 1960. 

Day 44 (01/16/06) 

Today was good. I closed Lackluster with Athena tonight. I talked to Alissa for 
a little while. I may call Erin tomorrow. 

Day 45 (01/17/06) 

I called Erin and she did not pick up and I'm not going to worry about her 
calling me back because she won't. I had to go into Lackluster because a CSR 
did not show the same one and twice this week. Other than that I've had the 
best day in the world. 

Day 46 (01/18/06) 

I went and picked up my check a Lackluster. I went to watch a movie with Jack. 
We watched the Corpse Bride and The Jacket. I enjoyed both and did not fall 
asleep. Jack however fell asleep during the Jacket. He often guesses the 
conclusion of the story but he was wrong because his guess was more akin to a 
correct answer given for the movie Identity. I met up with Rich and went to 
dinner with some friends. I was telling Brooke about the Aristocrats joke and 
documentary. No one got the joke but all in all it was a good documentary. I 
did not have time to give the joke the full embellishment it deserved because 
Ethel sat down and I did not want to offend her. I talked to Ross at great length 
about my problem and he suggested a few key steps and practice would solve 
the problem. The problem is breaking rule 3 which I have resigned myself to 



do. I will follow the spirit but not the letter. Meaning— I will pursue a romantic 
relationship with a female. I will not pay for sex nor will I fuck women I would 
not wish to want to have lunch with the next day. I had to adjust my attitude 
and reframe my references. Not all women want security from a fat 
pocketbook and I am a funny and knowledgeable motherfucker. He broke it 
down for me and I put it into a math and\or chemistry equation. 
S(1)+S(2)+S(3)+T(1)=SEX. So by knowing, repeating and\or acting on another's 
preferences of four out of the five senses it would show another human being 
that you are interested in this person. This could also be a fun way of getting 
out of my own head. So— scents, sights, sounds and tastes. It sounds like a big 
endeavor. But I'm figuring that this should be something an 
Anthropologist\Writer should be quite good at. I'm also thinking that many 
people have done this to me but have failed to notice. This may also make me 
somewhat of an extrovert, perhaps. 

Day 47 (01/19/06) 

I went to the bank and deposited some money. Then I went to the CD shop. I 
parked in a parking structure across the street. In downtown Brea they have 
speakers playing music. The CD I was looking for was "The Foundations— Very 
best of..." On these speakers was playing "Build me up buttercup". That was 
the song, I was primarily buying the CD for. I know. I know. I could have just 
downloaded the song and been on my way. But I don't really like to download. 
I enjoy the CD buying experience and thus am late in purchasing an IPOD. 
When I heard that song, it made me want to get the fuck out of there and fuck 
buying the CD. I fought this urge to run in fear. Most people have much better 
things to do with there lives than figure out what I'm doing or watch what I'm 
doing. I came home with 3 CD's (the other two were Guttermouth— Teri 
Yakimoto and Manic Hispanic— Grupo Sexo). I went to a meeting and was told 
that a fucking musician will be going there next week. Fuck that guy. It's really 
nothing about him I'm just going to be paranoid. I like being in a meeting and 
secure of not being in the public eye. The closest I've come to being observed 
in a meeting is a police officer walking in and asking if we knew someone. I just 
feel that others may come to see this guy who is just another fucking asshole 
like the rest of the world nothing special. Once again fuck him. 



I hung out with Jason and we talked about the program and how he views it. 
And why he doesn't go\never has gone to a meeting. That's his choice and he 
knows that this works for me and I continue to go because a lot of good things 
have happened in my life because I got out of my bubble and met people. I'm 
sure I could be off drugs and never went to a meeting. But a lot of growth has 
happened because of people I have met and things I have done as a result of 
attending meetings. I am not the voice of any recovery group anywhere in the 
world. I have met many people and I don't limit myself to only persons in the 
recovery process. There are a lot of chill people in the world and a lot of 
assholes everywhere you go you will find both. 

We talked about the movie and how we are going to approach future stories. 
Once again I have to mention that I dislike the health care industry. Jason paid 
me for two days of deliveries and I spent most of it on medication. This baffles 
me. When I was on disability my meds were free and I got $800 a month for 
not working. Now I get to pay $150 for my meds and have to work for 
sometimes less than $800 a month. But I wish to be a functioning member of 
society. I just wish the government would get its act together and provide 
people with medication if they are in need. I would be less pissed if my mom 
got her meds for free because she can't afford to pay for all of them and I can't 
help. I would advocate socialized medicine but the drug companies would have 
us believe that the economy would collapse and diseases would not get cured. 
Don't get me started on "Depression". (The cure for depression is getting off 
your ass and quit feeling sorry for yourself. This is my opinion. But you may 
want to consult a professional. Who will also give you an opinion which you 
will pay more for than buying this book.) 

Day 48 (01/20/06) 

Nothing much happened today. Rich told me about his sister and a little about 
the rest of his family and I got a little paranoid. I was told that I should help 
Mitch find someone who is more apt to work with Mitch. I am not the best 
suited person for him. On my lunch I sat in front of a coffee shop and smoked 
and between cigarettes I did the soft belly meditation. I would close my eyes 
and see a person I kinda want to see but not really because I'm mad so I 
opened my eyes and continued to smoke. I the girl at the sandwich shop is 



cool but I missed an opportunity to talk to her about non-transaction based 
activities and brighten her day. I've been waking up to Build me up Buttercup, 
which has made me less likely to beat some customer. 

Day 49 (01/21/06) 

I had sushi today with a bunch of my friends. After most of them had left I sat 
with Chris and Jason (they are from Hawaii) it so fucking cool because I don't 
get to see Jason that often. I realized that Chris was from Hawaii, today, 
because when he got excited talking with Jason his speech inflections changed. 
I never noticed it. I got to work an half hour late because I thought I had to 
work at 6 Pm and not 5 Pm. Noel, Stuart's girlfriend, Was not happy because 
she was going to be late for work. Brandon my closer\trainee did not show up 
tonight so I called Denise and Stuart. Denise called back but Stuart who was 
promoted to ASM at Lackluster did not call back. Jeff my old ASM would either 
have answered the phone or called back if he had not already called on his own 
accord earlier. So I called Pam because we only have two CSRs, Brandon and 
Athena. Athena left at 5:45 when I told her to go home. Pam was technically 
not scheduled to begin working until tomorrow. Pam came in after a little 
coercion. It was cool to train her and work with her. I told her that I would 
unofficially start training her to do my job. If Brandon does not show up for 
work anymore I'm going to ask Denise to consider Pam for a lead position. The 
carpet cleaner came and we stayed until 1:30 Am and straightened the store 
and listened to music. 

Day 50 (01/22/06) 

I was the muffin man in the morning or as Pam likes to call me I was the 
muffining bitch. I got lost for a bit because I thought Warner was where it 
wasn't and so I went south on Bristol instead of north. Jason suggested I get a 
compass but I would have made the same mistake because I know cardinal 
directions. I only finished 7 baskets (felt like such a disappointment) because I 
had to go to Lackluster. I had to train a new-hire, some guy Elliot. He is in 
training for store manager. He seems kinda douchey. But that could have been 
just my head. For a guy training to be store manager he was out of touch with 
the product and promotions. His story may be that he just graduated business 
school and\or is coming from another company. I don't get why Lackluster 



does this. They should encourage promotion from within so new store 
managers would be familiar with what's going on in the store or any store for 
that matter. At one point during the night I was convinced that he was loss 
prevention. Then when I suggested we listen to music after we close he put in 
the Police, I almost lost it. But it turns out that he's not a police officer or loss 
prevention he is just some douche bag who Lackluster hired from outside the 
company to run a store that could be ran by the shift leaders. It probably will 
be run by subordinates for a while until he gets the hang of the store or 
Lackluster promotes him to a corporate position. I'm not exaggerating! Elliot 
has no feel for how a store should be run therefore he would be the best 
candidate to be corporate because they also don't know what is good for a 
store only what looks good on paper. There is also a mouse in the backroom. It 
kinda freaked me out because I think it ran over my foot to get underneath 
Denise's desk. 

Day 55 (01/27/06) 

Last couple of days has been cool. I think I'm going to buy Jack's PSP off of him. 
But the square button sticks. And I need to get a big, BIG memory stick to put 
movies onto. I have had it with Mitch and his tall tales or his thinking that he's 
a fucking badass. Fuck him he does not scare me and I'm not sponsoring him in 
name only. 

Day 57 (01/29/06) 

I rented A Lesson Before Dying this week at work which was a bad idea. One 
night when Erin was still in school she asked me to come over and help her 
read a book, A Lesson Before Dying. The whole time I was reading, I was 
stumbling over the words and thinking about how much I was attracted to her 
and what she had said about just being friends. Bitch. What frustrates me is 
that I was doing a lot of what the man in a woman's life does and not getting to 
act in other capacities. SEX. Not that that was the only thing I was thinking 
about. I had other thoughts. Like she seems smart and if we hit it off we could 
have great conversation. I wouldn't be bored or annoyed at all talking with 
her. We could possible shut the fuck up and enjoy sitting near each other. And 
then I think about how she didn't remember that we had watched a movie 
together. And at the end of this movie, both times, she said the same thing. 



"That ending sucks, I want to see what happens to them." The first time I may 
have said that the ending challenges us to make that sort of life the one that 
continues after the movie. I should have squeezed her knee in the car when I 
was driving her home or held her hand or kiss the fucking girl. But I figure that 
after what she said to me I shouldn't even try, though some of her actions were 
contrary to what she had said. The smart side of my head says she was just 
stringing me along because of what I could do for her. She knew I wouldn't ask 
for anything in return. Fuck being nice. I'll stop right now, this very second. 
Bullshit. ..it may be a long process. I hope it's not as long a process as getting 
me to say fuck you with a straight was when people would fuck with me. Fuck 
Erin. Fuck Erin. Fuck Erin. 

Day 59 (01/31/06) 

Nothing much has been going on, just tripping a little. Erin had expressed an 
interest in Jason a while back and I think that he may be talking to her. I have 
no evidence and logic is contrary to what I think is going on so I'm going with 
logic. The logic would be to trust my friend and nothing is going on. Yesterday I 
had to work pretty much a double shift. I need to work on opening up to others 
and finding women. I went to the mall today and walked around but I didn't 
feel much like striking up a conversation with anyone. 

Day 61 (02/02/06) 

I had a good day at work. Other than the woman at the bank who told me I 
was doing things wrong, I kicked ass. Shit got done and then I was out. I hung 
out with Ryan, Jeremy, Eric, David, and Greg. Jerry and I talked about putting 
your heart out and letting people do what they want with it. So I'm hurt. But I 
have to learn from my mistakes. I can't spend the next 10 months being a bitch 
about this. 

Day 62 (02/03/06) 

I spent most of the day at work listening to music instead of the trailers. I'm 
gonna have to give Pam the "this is a job and I'm your boss not your friend 
speech". 

Day 66 (02/07/06) 



I watched SAW II like three or four times in the last week. Before I fell asleep I 
watched Raiders of the lost ark. I've been immersed in work this week I'm 
working six days. Jason wants me to muffin for Valentine's Day. I don't think I 
will. I need to get out more and expierence life more so I'm going to leave the 
house soon today. I don't have to work until 6 Pm (tomorrow Day 67) so I'll 
find something to do. 

Day 69!!! (02/10/06) 

No too much happened in the last couple days. The exclamation marks are 
because it is day 69!!! I went to a lounge last night with Jason. My friend Max 
was celebrating his birthday. It is weird to go into a bar. Usually it's more 
calming if I have something to do like play pool but at this place people were 
just sitting around drinking and having fun. Julia was there too. On the way in 
the bouncer asked what bar I worked at. I don't I replied. Where do I know you 
from? He asked. Lackluster video. He is a regular. So were a couple of people 
in there. It was kinda weird. Jason and I left after an hour or so. On the way 
back to his house we talked about the nature of addiction. He would like to 
experience me having a couple of beers. I don't want to put him through that. 
This morning work went well. The sandwich girl wasn't there today. I think she 
works a night mostly. Sammeah stopped by the store today and we talked for 
a while. Athena came into work and she gave me no cause to be at all 
frustrated with her. She was cool and we talked more than I worked. 

Last night's meeting topic was Self-will. I'm always baffled by this subject. I 
know what people are talking about doing the Right thing and not just doing 
what I want because it's easy. But my god gave me free will to do whatever the 
fuck I want. So people are talking about it and the theme song for the Greatest 
American Hero goes through my head. It dawns on me that self-will is like that. 
Ralph doesn't want to be a hero but it is the will of a power greater than he so 
he decides to try it out. I have to make the decision to do what god/karma 
wants me to do. At work before I left a regular asked me if I have a motorcycle. 
I said no but I have friends who have motorcycles. More importantly he was 
fitting me into a stereotype because my hair is getting long and I have a chin 
beard. I'm actually kind scared of motorcycles. Lackluster was robbed last 
night. I freaked the fuck out when Denise messaged me. I was scared it's her 



last week and soon Stuart and I will be in charge and I don't want anything bad 
to happen. I came up with a loss prevention idea— a small camera that reads 
the number off the bill and puts it into a store database and when we are 
robbed the police could take this information and share it with banks and when 
the bill comes into the bank. The police would have an area in which to focus. 

Day 75 (02/16/06) 

Yesterday was St. Valentine's Day. What the fuck ever. I got the Fifth Element. 
Monday and Tuesday I was up to my nuts in muffin baskets. Today is 
Wednesday and it is Denise's last day with Lackluster video. 

Day 80 (02/21/06) 

A couple of days ago I could swear that someone was in my backyard. I wanted 
to run outside and stab the people. 

Day 83 (02/24/06) 

Busy and tired as fuck. I've got to find some way to pay for school in a month. 

Day 89 (03/02/06) 

Stuart is in charge of the store and I'm helping him as best I can. I'm really 
stressed. I start school in a couple of weeks and think that I'll be able to pay for 
it myself. I'm kinda fixating on one of the coffee shop girls. She came in one 
night and she was very nice. I'm just feeling odd. And I want time off work but 
the store needs me and I have no idea why I have any loyalty to that company. 
But I do. Jason wants to start a new project. The ideas we had are really great. 
I'm trying really hard to be a good human but I can't act on the good or the 
bad. Sometimes the most I can do is show up for small events in life and do the 
best I can. Opportunities to better myself just go by as I try to weigh the pros 
and cons. 

Day 90 (03/03/06) 

I watched a couple of movies with Jack today. I haven't been tripping too 
much. I "worked" 100 hours in the last two weeks. I got paid well. Well, it's 



good for Lackluster. I think that July or August will be my last month at that 
job. 

Day 93 (03/06/06) 

I was at a meeting the other day and everyone was sharing about how they 
don't care what others think about them. Then someone talked about a 
slanderous event at the meeting last week. It was just weird. I don't know why 
I still go sometimes or go to meetings closer to my home. It is that I would 
consider some of those people friends. I have made a home at that meeting 
and others and I'm not going to be scared off. I just don't think I'm very 
important. One of the coffee shop girls had a walking cast on her leg or a splint 
to inhibit her movement in that leg many women I have seen in the last couple 
of years have had injuries to there left legs. Work has been good. I start school 
in a couple of weeks so I need to go sign up and pay for my tuition. Jason and I 
started a new project. We are scheduled to shoot it in the summer. 

Day 106(03\19\6) 

A month with store manager and the store isn't exactly falling apart but some 
the employees are at each others throats. I came up with another idea I told 
Jason and Kyle. Kyle wants to work on a film but he is limiting me by saying 
that there will be no violence. I'm working more and not less. School is starting 
in a week or so. I had to work a double one day and come back to open the 
next day because a co-worker did not want to work. I bought a Replay card 
from Suncoast Video and have spent $200 since then. It is disgusting but I will 
list the movies for you. 

1) Wallace and Gromit the special edition. 

2) Walace and Gromit : Curse of the were-rabit. 

3) Bridget Jones' Diary 

4) Rushmore 

4) My Neighbor Totoro 



5) Howl's Moving Castle 

6) Land of the Dead 

7) VideoDrome 

8) Dark City 

9) Suicide Club 

Just to keep some dignity #'s 2 and 3 were gifts. That is not counting the Fifth 
Element that I bought from Lackluster and the Game (Burnout Legends for the 
PSP) or the flash card for my PSP. I am a consumer extraordinaire. I have to be 
at work by 8 PM tonight so I going to stop this and come back later. 

Day 107 (03/20/06) 

Fuckin' A! My District leader, Linda, keeps giving me shit. I need to sign up for 
school but I don't have the money to do that. I'm in a very unspiritual place 
where my main concerns are animal in nature. I only care about eating, shitting 
and sleeping and I'm not doing any of those very well. My Co-worker, Blaze, 
basically gives the frequent renters cards away by committing coupon fraud 
and\or extraneous credits which gets me in trouble when My DL asks why my 
credits were so fucking high. Fuck Lackluster because the results are the only 
thing that matters when it comes to sales and tactics like that one are 
overlooked as long as he is moving product. I need sleep. It's not my store. I'm 
not a store manager. I am not responsible for the entire store all the time, only 
some of the time. I need to figure out a way to get my DL out of my store or at 
least to get her to stop micromanaging us. If she wants to run the daily 
operations of the store she should work in a store as a manager. Many of the 
customers seem to get what's going on and have of late began to compliment 
me on the job that I do. It's not necessary. The people who say these things are 
the regulars who shop at the store so that I get paid. I work for them. I feel 
better when I think that I'm doing the customer a service than doing something 
that corporate wants me to do because a lot of what the fat cats think is 
retarded. I also found out that a mentally challenged person threatened to file 
suit against Lackluster because of what someone (employee) said to him unless 
he became a manager. So now at store where I used to work is a guy who is 



smart enough to bLackmail Lackluster but not smart enough to not be 
considered retarded. Fuckin a. 

Day 110 (03/23/06) 

Jason wants to go to Oregon and this is the second time we've talked about so I 
think it may actually happen. I need to sign up for school. My car has some 
wiring issues. I really don't have the money for either one of those. I'm sick of 
working so much but the money is good. I may actually have enough for school 
but what happens when I have to cut back on work to keep my grades up. 

Day 119 (4\1\6) 

Kyle and I have started writing a Sci-Fi feature. It's fucking great but maybe a 
rip-off of other movies. 

Day 122 (04/04/06) 

So drama at work and now I want out but I have to think about expenses. 
According to Colleen, Zach and Blaze. Stuart tells everyone in the store that I 
don't know what I'm doing and I don't do my work. I did not sleep the morning 
of Day 121 and I had to work that day. I left for work four hours early and did 
not eat all day. Yesterday I did not sleep very well at all. And today was the first 
day I ate. I was trying not to eat meat but I had a chicken sandwich. I've been 
working my ass off and I have lost my faith. Ross and Dennis cheered me up 
but I am not sure what is going on because I'm not sure if Pam is telling me the 
truth. I quite sure that most of humanity is self-serving and malicious. They 
only help there close loved ones. Co-workers are never friends unless you can 
use them. And your friends should never be co-workers unless you can use 
them. I've been so involved in trying to save face and figure out what this is all 
about that I'm not covering my ass and I may lose my job. I should probably 
remember that I'm a human being first and although compassion for my fellow 
MAN is nice I need to think about myself and relax. I need to be healthy and I 
will not let Lackluster INC or the drama my pointless job, kill me. School started 
today and I needed my Professor to sign a type of add card. After he did he 
was all alone and he laughed. It was strange. But my Professor is peculiar. I 
need to do this in the right order find new job then quit unless I can live on 



what I get from 294 hours of vacation. I can't take the time off because 
Lackluster considers vacation hours as part of operating hours. 

Day 123 (04/05/06) 

On a more positive note Lackluster has always been good to me. Some of the 
policies I don't agree with but you can't please everyone and if it was so bad 
would I have been working there for five years. Stuart tells me that Blaze is 
transferring for reasons that I don't care about. He is a douche, Blaze. I'm not 
sure about Stuart. But he wants to get more tough on Colleen so if he does this 
I have to do my job and risk getting written up. Seems very fair enough. 

Day 125 (04/07/06) 

I went to interview for another job today. I go again on Tuesday to fill out 
more paperwork. It seems like it will go well. Cyndee has been asking me 
about it for several months. I'm over trying to fix a situation that others don't 
care to fix. I set boundaries yesterday I hope they stick 'til I serve out my term 
at Lackluster. I need to remember it's just a fucking video store and when did it 
become something I would want to do for the rest of my life. Trying to make 
everyone happy is bullshit and not every person lives by spiritual principles that 
help people function within society. 

I have found my trinity 

one person reminds me to be mindful and that this very moment is as good as 

it is going to get. 

One person reminds me be like a reed in the wind and bend and adapt to each 

situation 

still another reminds me that all the love and good shit I encounter I can take 

with me into the toughest of situations. 

I'm slowly trying to understand this but I believe that I will not fully understand 

any of this until I'm able to teach it to someone else. 

But some times I feel that I should just shut the fuck up because no one wants 

any part of what I'm saying and I say all the wrong things 

Day 129 (04/11/06) 



I went and saw a career counselor today. I think that she is far more optimistic 
about career opportunities than I expected. She kept asking me about dream 
jobs. What the fuck. I answered writer. I write that's what I do. She gave me 
an online assessment that seemed far fetched also. Of course being an actor 
sounds great. A scientific researcher, yeah, fuck yeah. A journalist. A movie 
producer. I always thought I should just settle for something stable and slide 
into the middle class lifestyle. That's the next step up for me, right. Why 
should I ever after ten years of school and no real accomplishment see that I 
could do better? I guess I just gave up trying to do better by myself and just try 
to conform to what society wants from me. I should remember that I did not 
come all this way, getting clean, making friends, getting an education and doing 
the right thing for the right reasons, just to settle in a job that I would be highly 
overqualified for and disinterested in. 

My mom is yelling about the electric bill which she still calls the light bill. Funny 
electricity runs so much and the light is what it started out doing. I love my 
mom. I asked her to factor in inflation and held my tongue when I thought that 
it could be because the government does not take enough care of so that she 
could take care of me. Is Eddie giving her money for utilities I can't pay? Is it 
that is can't pay for them or I just won't? 

I called the rehab today I hope they call me back. Although I don't have a 
criminal record, I'm still scared of what will happen if I don't leave Lackluster 
soon. Fear and Loathing is on and I need to work in the morning. 

Day 137 (04/19/06) 

I may or may not go to grad school. I came up with an awesome area of 
research and I don't know if it would be received by western society well at all. 
I want to help form kids with the genetic components for genius into geniuses. 
ADD kids and other forms of this "disorder" children can become the most 
intelligent people if it is fostered in our culture. 

Day 143 (04/25/06) 

I really want to move to Portland but my Mom is set against it because she 
doesn't think I can support myself and she doesn't want me to go to grad 



school because she doesn't believe that I can get any money. I'm going to 
check it out first and I don't know why she is so scared. 

Day 147 (04/29/06) 

Gandhi said that we must be the change we want to see in the world. I found a 
way to stay in Southern California and do this. I am still going on a trip to 
Oregon but I am coming back and I will make the world a better place for 
people. The insane are saner than normal people. I'm scared because it seems 
that maybe I could positive reframe away every mental disorder. These 
individuals don't fit into society because society is threatened by the individual. 

Day 148 (04/30/06) 

6:30 AM, Fresno. The sunrise is very unlike any sunrise I've seen before. I'm 
almost halfway to death and I'm on my way to Portland with Megan and Jason. 
Strange. When one gets out of southern California away from L.A.. One could 
appreciate the country more in the rural areas. 

8:30 AM, Sacremento. Lost in California? Out of the farmland and Jason has 
had to leak for the last hour. Fucking awesome we're listening to trance which 
is driving me nuts along with Jason. Joe Strummer is now on. 

11:30 AM Jason has been driving for about ten hours. He's insane. 

1 PM Weed, CA. 355 Miles to Portland. I just figured out how to use my 
camera again. 

5 PM Eugene, OR. Jason is fixaiting on sheep as sexual objects. If it's 
entertaining him then that's all we need. 

Day 149 (05/01/06) 

I'm having much fun with Jason and Mega. The bookstore downtown was 
amazing and because they have the book I was looking for I get to move to 
Portland. Food is good. Wish I had more money. 

Day 150 



Portland. Japanese garden was beautiful. It was a great recreation of nature 
within nature. Weird? It was very peaceful. A great time was had by all. I was 
right about the crossover population of OCD and ADD being ADHD. It is a high 
as 10% depending on whose data you are using. Science is a new kind of 
religion. 

Day 151 

Drive home. They were getting on my nerves and making me be present and 
mindful even when I could not stand to be 1000 miles near any human. People 
don't get it. And I try to understand and compromise but sometimes it's easier 
to tune out what's right in front of me and focus on the periphery or get lost in 
my thoughts and conversations I have yet to have. I don't know how to treat 
Megan. I really enjoy being around her. Some has changed. I think I could feel 
about Megan but I assume that like most women she wants nothing to do with 
me sticking my dick in her. But she's quite unlike most women. Although I'm 
hopeful for the future it seems that it may be bleak. But something long 
hidden says that things will get better or at least change. I'm eager for change 
but I'm conditioned to fear it. Megan wanted to listen to the Beatles. When 
"All you need is Love" came on I made her change it. I can't stand that ideal 
shit. I feel so sad because everyone (friends and family) would say that many 
people love me but sometimes it feels like I'm in a bubble and I can't physically 
or emotionally touch anyone. (No girls wake up in my arms.)But they can 
punch me and hurt me. I don't know who they are. Making Megan change the 
Beatles song was my only act of dissention on this trip and it was a bit more 
aggressive than passive. 

Day 152 (05/04/06) 

Midnight. Home is within me and I repaired it and now I'm bring it back to L.A.. 
Enlightenment happened? The angel of death and had a conversation and he 
said I should not suffer my life anymore. No more will I choose to be 
domesticated. I will fight social norms with my last breath. 

Day 155 (05/06/06) 



How fucking idealistic of me. Fuck I'm back to being a cynic and fucking worry 
about everything and hating everyone (not really but...). I think that most 
women are in essence whores because all they want is a guy willing to be some 
sort of asshole and this would then show them that he has major growth 
potential and a sense of himself. Sluts. Humanity depresses me and we are just 
fucking looking for shinny objects and food on the table. Fuck. I fucking too 
nice. It's like I don't have a pair between my legs if I don't have the potential to 
donkey punch on the first date. Two fucking extremes, how does anyone 
function? I should go back to getting into drunken fights. 

I don't get it! I have three jobs and school now. I'm quitting Lackluster in a 
week I started working at one treatment facility a couple of weeks ago and I got 
hired at another one yesterday that has a steadier schedule and will allow me 
to work at night. It will pay more than Lackluster. Well kinda? I don't feel 
sympathy for any of these clients what I feel would be empathy. I get paid to 
help others improve their lives. Fuck. It beats slinging videos any day. I fucking 
sling discipline and hope. God or karma or whatever is fucking weird. What 
the fuck kind of example am I? When I look at my life from the inside out it 
looks shitty but when I mirror (ask someone else's opinion.) life look better. 
What the fuck is going on and why haven't I fucked it up yet? If I don't love my 
life who will? 

Day 156 (05/07/06) 

The term sarcasm is used strangely in our culture. What people are really 
saying most of the time is what one needs is wit. Being witty will make you 
interesting. Sarcasm is not wit. There is a subtle difference. Wit is quick and 
light-hearted. Sarcasm is mean. I'm not mean. I was talking to Jack and he 
pointed out that sarcasm is probably not what I meant. But I have to be myself. 
And I have words and actions to show that I can think for myself. 

Query... How does a hunter make themselves the bait of a trap that does not 
contain the prey but frees both hunter and prey? 

Mega and I are talking about zombies right now. She's so fucking cool. I think 
she wants me to become interested in music again. I've always been interested 
in music but I don't want to spend the money on a guitar and my old one sucks. 



Is she playing a game with me or just encouraging me like any friend would and 
I should leave it like that. 

I wanted to go to the desert but only Aaron wanted to go and Mega thought 
that was creepy and a bit rash perhaps so we went to an Arabic restaurant. 
What the fuck am I doing with her? Where does it go and what is around the 
corner. Human relationships are strange. 

Toward the end of our conversation on AIM (3:21:52 AM): k so... i dunno what 
youre books about ...but!... tell 'em about the zombie apocalypse... and how 
spaghettio's are evil... evil indeed. 

thats intellectual... 

Day 157 (05/09/06) 

Ingredients for the next great porn movie: Scuba gogles, Snorkle and Nose 
pincher. Thrilling. On to other things I've figured out today. A threat agianst 
the Isthmus of Panama could result in another hostile ice age and the end of 
the Holocene era. It would be like your father (government) pointing a gun at 
your mother (the earth) and telling you or me to do your homework or else... I 
realy want to know if there is a correlation between the Panama canal and 
global warming. I think there is a relationship. I need to find out. If no one is 
doing the research I will do it. 

I fucking can't get the human relationship thing... I see the cute girls and some 
are wanting my attention at school and I don't want to give them any at all 
ever. It seems that I can't win because I figured out some of the rules and now 
I see what goes on and I want no part of it. Interested people are interesting. 
So if I am interested in activities that are shared by others then we are 
interested in eachother. But I can't be interested in you until I find a sense of 
balance between you and me thus until I have other things to do besides things 
with you but I have to share my stuff with you... it seems insane and 
counterintuitive. Or is based more on adaptibility and the idea that if I have 
interests and goals I am a worthy partner because it shows that I am goal 
driven and not out for just sex. I am working towards being sucessful or a least 



brilliant. Maybe I want short term rewards with the long term results. 
Something to keep me coming back. 

How to live a more creative life. 

Play 

Excersise 

Meditate 

Pray and be present 

Be patient 

Learn 

Read 

Write 

Listen 

Be patient. 

Whenever possible ask a question? 

Day 158 (05/10/06) 

Past couple of days have been enlightening to say the least. I figured out the 
world and my place in it. Here goes listen up... What is the meaning of life? 
Why does life have meaning? That's it! That is the answer to everything the 
ultimate question about life, the universe and everything in it. I don't know if I 
should break it down because to break it down would be silly. But I'm in a silly 
mood so here... The meaning of life is not derived from the question the 
meaning of life is that I have the ability to ask these questions. The questions 
are not bad. The answer is not bad. But making an observation about 
something is not enough but finding the answer is too much so the question is 
where I want to be. Questioning everything around me and more importantly 
questioning the questions. I have a pit in the center of my chest. It is as deep 



as eternity and when I put stuff in that pit I lose that stuff. But when I pull stuff 
out of that pit I have so much stuff and the pit is never full and never empty. 

Megan agreed to attend a discussion about Intelligent Design and Evolution. It 
was interesting and I did not want to stay for the Q and A portion of the talk. 
So we walked through the park and I pointed out the tire swing. We then went 
to Earl's and talked for almost two hours. And now she is talking to me about a 
need to desire to need to desire to get laid and I would fulfill her but I don't 
know what is going on. And until further notice I will do what I can, not to be 
excited when I see her and long for her when she is gone. 

Question the questions until you can answer the answers and realize that all 
you ever want was the question? 

I found what I was looking for when I started this journey 194 days ago I believe 
that is a world's record for fastest enlightenment. NOT. What about the past 
thirty years of life and the past 12 years of questioning or the past 6 years of 
answering or the past 3.5 years of work and the punctuated play and the focus 
on play for the past several weeks. I'm so happy I want to cry. Really I'm not 
being an asshole. ..Wait I have one of those so I can be that and I also have a 
cock so I can be cocky. I have a brain to tell me when to be what and be smart 
about it all. 

Day 159 (5/11/06) 

Civilization is when nature and MAN play together nicely. 

Day 160 (05/12/06) 

So I figured out that I want to ape Greatness. Aping is weird. You do what 
others do to figure out why they do it. I realized the other day that Mega was 
aping me. And That was huge!!! I like Mega enough to ask why she likes 
something and maybe do things her way and I saw something that scared me 
because as soon as I started helping others and Aping the Buddha, she began to 
ape me. I choose to be a Buddhist because I thought that it would be easier to 
ape a man who became something more and then challenged me to do it. And 
I became something that was not the same but wasn't exactly different and 
now I see that I Have a well within me and when I give the water of that well to 



others they give it to me. And as soon as I throw stuff into that well it 
disappears. When you can look at the connections in one thing and see them 
so clearly. You (I) can begin to see the connections everywhere with everyone 
all at the same time. Then you go insane and realize that you should see less of 
the connections and/or see the connections as love and then they will never be 
hostile and you will never be hostile. When I love the world and give the world 
my water (juice ie good shit, doing good in the world.) I get the world's Juice 
back. 

Thank God, me and Mega did not hang out today. Others scare me with there 
attention guns too. And I scare everyone around me when my attention is 
pointed at them. It is so focused and I cannot stop until you go away but when 
I focus on the world it does not go away and everyone surrounds me. 

I told Jason about the metaphor of the prisms and mirrors today. I am like a 
mirror. I am always cleaning my mirror. I have a fire in front of my mirror and 
thus my mirror gets dirty. When I clean my mirror Light is reflected off of it 
into the darkness. In the darkness are other mirrors. They also have fires. I 
walk over to the other mirrors. Sometimes I say Hi. What I'm really saying is 
that I was over there, I saw your mirror and the light from the fire and I'm 
bringing my fire. Sometimes they say cool. What they really are saying is that I 
have a mirror and a fire we can share the fire but we cannot share out mirrors. 
So we sit in this darkness reflect the light from the fire to each other. Then 
other mirrors begin to gather and someone says hey this is great but why? We 
continue to clean our mirrors and share out fires. And other mirrors come and 
we share the fire and clean our mirrors. Until we create a star. And someone 
says. ..Why? And then the committee breaks out and says to bring light to the 
darkness. That's why. And that one mirror says but no one is looking at the 
darkness. The committee laughs but they don't know why. Then the 
committee says okay? And everyone turns around at the same time. All the 
mirrors are now reflecting darkness. Not fun at all. Everyone turn back 
around, says the committee. No, cries a different mirror. That isn't right 
either. Well do you have a better idea. No but this mirror here does. The 
committee, laughs, that's the dullest mirror we ever seen. Clean your mirror 
says the committee. Why? Because everyone one is doing it. No then. The 
committee laughs. The quite mirror then says my mirror would always be clean 



if we weren't all so close to the fire so that the smoke would not get use. The 
committee laughs. If we were not so close how would we know that the light 
exists? It just does, says the quite mirror. It would be easier to clean my mirror 
if the light wasn't so bright. Other mirrors agreed and thus became the new 
committee. And the began to reflect light into the darkness and back using the 
quite mirror how was as far away ahs he could get. The mirrors disbursed in 
the same pattern in all directions and after a while of working together the 
mirrors joined and became prisms. And some of these prisms some refracting 
light to the little mirrors who stood at the edge of the darkness. And of those 
mirrors fell away into the darkness but sometimes you can still see there light. 
And you remember that it is not the light that is refracted nor is it the fact that 
you can now refract but why did you want to refract the light and why you 
chose the other mirror to create your prism with. 

Scary I get to a goal in often half the time as I could ever expect I never thought 
I would be here right now on day 160. (Or day 191 depending on how you look 
at the whole thing.) And when you stop hurting others they stop hurting you. 
When I started helping other to stop hurting others I made friends and they 
saw that it was only I who was hurting myself and thus they stop me from 
hurting myself and let me help myself help others. And then when you make 
friends with the world the world helps you. And so what I'm say is that if you 
haven't helped any one today you should get the fuck off the couch and go 
make the most important connection of your life. It will save your life. 

Day 170 (05/22/06) 

I've been kinda freaking out for the past week or so. I may need to get back 
onto my psych meds but I'll figure that out. 

Day 171 (05/23/06) 

It seems that I was never set out to be an anthropologist and I was never 
studying people. People have been studying me so that they can hurt me and 
now they will. Because I'm flawed I cannot be a part of society I must be apart 
from society. I was watching the Hitchhikers guide to the galaxy and found it 
poignant as always and the Point of view gun makes total sense. 



Day 173 (05/25/06) 

Gandhi had a list of seven deadly sins. 

1. Wealth without work. 

2. Pleasure without Conscience. 

3. Science without humanity. 

4. Knowledge without character. 

5. Politics without principle. 

6. Commerce without morality 

7. Worship without sacrifice. 

They are both telling of sin and how to be virtuous. 

Maybe when you set out on a journey to figure out shit you realize that you 
don't know shit. 

Day 175 (05/27/06) 

I think I may quit smoking. I think I have the willingness to do this one thing. I 
have smoked for many years and not changed but when I did quit I felt better 
and it worked for a while. This may be the time to quit smoking. I smoked 
today but I will do better tomorrow. 

Day 176 (05/28/06) 

I believe I broke a bunch of the rules I set up for myself. I am such a loser. 

Day 177 (05/29/06) 

I feel okay I don't think that breaking some of my rules will be the end of the 
world. I think that God (karma, whatever you want to call it) will be kind. I'm 
not a total asshole. Sometimes even when I see your way I'll do things the way 
I think are best. And sometimes I make mistakes. Because I fuck up does not 



mean I am a fuck up. I may go back to my old job. I'm not sure yet. I am no thief 
in the night or day I just want to be alive and have a job that I do well at. I went 
and got work done on my car today. It was weird because the place was open 
even though it is a holiday today. Strange I worked a job that had no holidays 
and now that I quit I find other places that have no holidays off. I started 
seeing a psychiatrist again. I am not a loser. People sometimes need medicine 
for there brains and I may be one of them. I saw my kidney doctor the other 
day. Dr. S is the coolest. He's tough but still cool. It's is his job to help me stay 
healthy. As I was going back and reading the past few weeks it seems like a 
descent into madness while the whole time I was think I was cool. Yeah, no! I 
don't think my kidney meds have medicine in them. But then again I'm crazy. 
And sometimes it's okay to be crazy. 

Day 181 (06/02/06) 

I don't think I'm a loser I maybe just a little slow. Maybe I just like to take my 
time and not get stuck doing things that I don't like. I went with Jason and 
Some other friends (Jeff and Michelle) to eat. It was nice they are cool. I don't 
spend enough time with Jeff he is a really good guy. I took my Stats test today 
and I think I may have done well. I was only confused about a quarter of the 
questions the others were fairly straight forward. I am going back to work at 
Lackluster soon. They were kind enough to give me my job back. It is a better 
company then I said previously I just get complacent and feel the world owes 
me something more. No! I get what I deserve and that's about it. This is about 
half way so I think that I will start counting down to one and after that I will 
have one day. That one day will repeat and that will be the first day of the rest 
of my life. I will live like most others and try not to be such an asshole. 

Day 182 (06/06/06) 

That's kinda funny that the date is also day would have been 187 if I were still 
counting up.. I'm happy and insane which is abundantly more satisfying then 
being sane and sad. It is a good day to be here on this planet. What else is 
there to say, I broke most of my rules and will probably fail some of my goals. 
I'm never going to be a monk because I'm not willing to devote myself to that. 
I would rather be myself and a fairly descent human than a monk and leave 
that to the professionals, although they don't get paid. Yes, semantics but what 



are you going to do. I'm not trying to be smart if you haven't figured that out I 
just want to help others and make them smile and if I happen to be in 
enjoyment of what I going on then it is a good thing. Okay let us revisit the 
"Science is a new kind of religion" statement. It is not. Religion and Science 
both try to explain the world and Man's relation to the World. What's the 
point? The point is that you asked a question and tried to answer it. The point 
is as Kevin Smith would say (paraphrase) is that you have faith not what faith 
you have. God is not simple. It is a simpleton who looks for God or god. I 
often say and I think I wrote it down but I wanted to find God so I could kick 
him in the nuts. But that is retarded. Hurting yourself or others is the only true 
way to hurt god and most people don't themselves or others. Wait a lot of 
people hurt other people and a lot of people sometimes the same people help 
other people. I think that god would just laugh if you kicked god in the nuts 
'cause god is not a human. I rented Dead Like Me at work yesterday and got 
another disc today. 

Day 181 (06/07/06) 

Yesterday was my brother Michael's birthday and today is my Mom's birthday. 

Day 180 (06/08/06) 

I went to work today and did an okay job? I guess. I have finals in a couple of 
days so I will study tonight. 

Day 179 (06/09/06) 

I hung out with Ross who reminded me that a lot of people we know are really 
smart. So smart in fact that we have to experience things for ourselves. To 
most folks that would sound extremely dumb but we do. I figured out last 
night that compassion is a type of unconditional love. Tonight it was pointed 
out that empathy is another one. 

Suffering begins 3 ways. 

Desire for sense pleasure, ex when I do things to an excess and for effect (drink, 
sex, drugs and other stupid shit). 



Desire for aversion (non-being) when I sit in front of this computer for hours to 
avoid being around others. 

Desire for becoming when I think how great this would be when I publish it and 
become someone other than me, not focusing on what I am doing right now. 

Friends are more important than money. Is that what love is? Quoting— 
"when you let slide that which truly does not matter." I forgot about that some 
time ago. I am rich not because of the money in my pocket but the company I 
keep. Without them I would never have what I have today. 

I went to Balboa Pier tonight. I forgot that it is surrounded by clubs and that 
today is Friday. Well I just underestimated. So I had something to eat and 
decided not to go back to the Pier and find parking. 

Day 177 (06/11/06) 

I need to get ready for work. I'm back from work and I bought a pack of 
cigarettes and smoke part of two then threw the pack in the trash. I need to 
stop buying those things. It was a waste even if I would have smoked the whole 
pack. 

Day 176 (06/12/06) 

I had a Veggie sandwich from subway today and when I got home I had a 
turkey sandwich on raisin bread. That probably would piss off a lot of people 
right there. Most PC Mexicans don't eat raisins or grapes for that matter. I 
claim to be Buddhist but I am horrible at the whole vegetarian thing. And I had 
ham also. Devout Jews would be mad or maybe everyone is just laughing 
because I take myself way too seriously. I need to learn to laugh at myself. 

Day 174 (06/14/06) 

I took my final at school today. I think I did well. 

Day 173 (06/15/06) 

I went to work and did well. Now I'm home. I made a med student laugh at 
work. It was great. Fucking phenomenal. Dude walks in and wants two 



movies. I tell him that an action movie was in the comedy section and we both 
look at each other and he starts laughing and thanks me for the laugh. I was 
puzzled thinking that everything was about me and it wasn't and my stupid was 
really funny. So my meaning of life is back where it belongs. To make that one 
guy laugh, to make the girl he's with wonder why he's laughing, to make that 
one woman scream and that kid, if I do a movie appropriate for him, squirt 
soda out his nose. 

Day 168 (06/20/06) 

I spent most of the day at home on my day off. Weird. Why I didn't the house I 
could not answer it was just nice to be at home for one day. I help Mom by 
doing a couple of things and what not. Fuck. Why is it that some people try to 
get rid of all the things that make them who they are? Good, bad or indifferent 
we try to rid ourselves of them. I think I care too much about what other 
people think especially the wrong people and I can't figure out whom to listen 
to. Maybe I should just follow my heart. 

Day 167 (06/21/06) 

The first day of summer. I think that much of my anxiety comes from the idea 
that behind every person's eyes lays a potential liar, a person who could hurt 
you. I think that not feeling trust worthy comes from the fact that I don't trust 
others. Vice Versa. 

I'm sure I wish to continue writing. I'm not sure I wish to... 

Am I writing this to please myself or am I writing this for the pleasure of 
others? 

Day 161 (06/27/06) 

I went to work and I realized that shit happens. Most of the people in here 
don't deserve the critique I give them and I should delete this whole thing 
'cause they are my friends and I'm friends with them for reasons that are 
good.. This isn't about talking shit on people that care about you it's about 
remembering the good as well as the bad of this past seven months. 



I haven't been feeling a part of the group of friends I have. I think it may be the 
fact that I should be moving out of my house and on with life now that college 
is over. I'm not sure if I want to go to grad school anymore. I think I'm just a 
shitless lay-about. Lazy. 

I need to clean my desk and put in for a transfer. It would be nice for a change 
of pace and a new scene for the movie I call my life. Am I happy and insane 
today? I'm not sure. I got glasses the other day and now I can see better. 
Jason said they fit and make me seem smarter. Like a sophisticant. But I'm still 
just an asshole. Megan likes them. And it seems that they are the only friends 
I have who will accept me or just tolerate me more. 

I need to save some money for Portland. I need to take a trip up there to find a 
place. Must sleep now I have to do shit in the morning and it is 130 am. 

Day 160 (06/28/06) 

I would have woken up to Nine Inch Nails but I slept through my alarm. 
Everything seems to have gone cool today. I went to two doctors today. 

Some times I don't laugh at shit that would be very funny to the people I 
choose to hang out with because I still think about what 'normal' folks would 
think. If you are reading this you are far from normal so today I learned to 
make a joke in such a spot and told Jason that I need to set him up with a dead 
boy who has a colostomy bag. 

I want to see what a publisher thinks of this shit I call a journal and possible 
book. 

Day 159 (06/29/06) 

I am taking a medication for the treatment of schizophrenia, which I doubt very 
much that I have. I doubt very much that I have any condition that would 
require the use of anti-psychotics. 

Day 158 (06/30/06) 



I am well anti-depressed up and anti-psychoticed up. Why the fuck do I need 
meds for shit I don't have. My psychiatrist is giving me meds for behavioral 
issues and offering no form of behavioral therapy. I'm a crazy insane 
artist/writer who loves science and life in general not someone who hears 
voices. 

I'm quite sure that I am not MPD (multiple personality disorder). I'm more 
certain that everyone is fucking with me because it is easy. And I get really 
pissed. 

What does a normal person say when they are asked if they hear voices? 

What I said was, "The only voices I hear come from people's mouths." 

I don't have auditory hallucinations. I have conflicting thoughts that some 
people refer to as the committee in their head. Yeah, conflicting thoughts. 
Sounds like I'm just working out all the details. Details. Working through shit. 
Thinking before I act. 

Slightly normal but not to the extent that I think. Most people don't care about 
the nature of reality. Past experience + Present environment = Outlook on the 
future. And mine looks bleak. Bleak yeah I said it. Shitty. Totally fucked. 

I've been fixating on this band Gnarls Barkley. They have a song crazy. One of 
the lines refers to how we identify with each other based on our feeling of 
being apart from society hence "...I think you're crazy... just like me". 

This morning I actually woke up to my alarm clock. 

Dr. S wants me to remove my tattoos. I'll be tattoo free. He says. I like them on 
most days and on extra special days I want to show them off and get more and 
finish what I've begun. 

I enjoy fiction and I'm not sure were story and reality separate sometimes. 
Does that make me schizophrenic? I very much doubt that. It would make me 
narcissistic, thinking that everything was about me. 

Day 155 (07/02/06) 



Jason says I'm schizoeffected. It's like being schizophrenic but caused by drugs. 

Margot at Lackluster reminded me of a psych test that one of my favorite 
authors put into one of his books... 

1) Favorite color and describe it 3 ways. 

2) Any animal- describe 3 ways. 

3) Body of water and describe like above. 

4) Name three feelings that are present when you think of a white room with 
no windows or doors. 

Significance... 

1) is how you view yourself. 

2) is how you view others. 

3) sex 

4) death. 
My results... 

1) Black — Dark, pure, Mysterious. 

2) Penguins Black, white and annoying, (fun to kick!) 

3) Pacific Ocean. Calm Temperate and warm. 

4) Oh no not again. Fear and anger. 

Day 152 (07/05/06) 

Sometimes we are not what we think. We are not our thoughts. My thoughts 
are my mind but they are not who I am. We are what we do. So when I act like 
the nice person I pretend to be I'm really that nice person. I may be lustful and 



violent but if I don't act on those things then I am a good person. And I don't 
have to pretend I'm perfect. 

I need to be okay with the good and the bad at the same time and not try to 
hide the bad to let it come out all at once in just one cruel spurt. 

Day 148 (07/09/06) 

Italy beat France in the FIFA World Cup. Hung out with Jack yesterday. 

I was at a restaurant the other day and Aaron and Duffy were talking about 
something. I wasn't really listening I was studying the scene and a Woman at 
another table got mad because she thought I was staring at her. Why are 
people so self-centered. But just like me she thought everything or at least what 
I was doing was about her. It wasn't. It was about listening and not looking at 
the two talking so I could try to think about other things. 

I was so pissed about taking meds and I have to realize that I'm in good hands if 
my friends want me to take them. Most people who hang out with you want 
you to be a better person. 

I was on my way to Del Taco and I noticed people walking or running. I noticed 
a very hot woman and decided to go for a walk after I ate. Eddie says my black 
socks and shorts make me look like a white cholo or an old man. 

Day 146 (07/11/06) 

Ask yourself, why do people run or walk in ovals? What the fuck. I lost like 
twenty pounds mysteriously so I decided to try to keep it off through moderate 
exercise. 

I want to take a picture of a sign at the field I was walking at it should be 
included. We (Jason, Megan and I) are talking about moving. I'm up for leaving 
southern California for at while. Portland should be nice. 

I figured out yesterday that life is very similar to prison. Insert your own 
rationalizations or metaphors. I think I'm right about this one. Everyone fucks 
with everyone else and sometimes people get killed and we can't get away 



from each other. Like prison there are guards. I don't know. I'm insane so fuck 
it. 

I was telling Pam at work today that I feel that my life is very similar to the main 
character of A Clockwork Orange. She's never seen that film and has no desire 
to read the book. Does that make me weird? I like to read. 

I think that if I let myself get angry or just tell people off I'll become sick. 

I want to punch my computer. I want to shake the monitor and throw it. 

Day 145 (07/12/06) 

I think that the best way to describe it is... I've lived a lot of my life waiting for 
the other shoe to drop, the other shitty thing to happen. And then I am always 
preparing for the worst instead of trying to improve shit. 

Worrying is a lack of faith. And I don't know even if there is a god. I can 
conceptualize the idea of a god but faith is fleeting. 

I bought the new A.F.I, and a Bedouin Sound Clash CD the other day. Bedouin 
is the first reggae album that I've bought. 

Day 144 (07/13/06) 

Found my guitar yesterday and it works. It only needs a few adjustments. I 
wasn't very good before but now I don't care. 

I think that if I were a saint I would be the patron saint of saying that there are 
no saints. 

Day 141 (07/16/06) 

Nothing much has been going on. 

Day 139 (07/18/06) 

Today I saw a friend I haven't seen in a long time. She said to me that every 
time she sees me I am trying to quit smoking. That was so funny because... 



Robert said my black socks make me look like a tourist and I need a straw hat 
and a camera. 

Day 138 (07/19/06) 

I hung out with Aaron today and gave him his gift. I have a drawing that Aaron 
wanted but it is the cover of my sketchbook so I had it copied and put on photo 
quality paper. 

Megan is not moving and I have something coming out my nostril that should 
not be. 

At Earl's tonight I was freaking out and letting the whole plate of shrimp thing 
get to me. (watch Repo Man and find the cosmic unconsciousness.) I hate the 
idea that that I'm schizo-effective. Aaron says that the fact that I am this way 
does not make me stupid. 

Why are the tracks used for running oval? Have you ever questioned that? A 
little exercise does wonders for your brain. 

Day 136 (07/21/06) 

I hung out with people today and tried to stay out of my head. It is only for 
entertainment. 

Crazy chicks turn me on. They are hot and they act like they are out of there 
minds but they know exactly what they are doing, trying to give you a reaction. 
Or at least just me 

Right now I'm questioning reality much less and just trying to be in the now but 
it is hard. 

So motherfuckers you ain't gonna like this. I've been to a Zen monastery. 
Every time I am with my friends and we are just fucking around that is my 
monastery. It is a where I gather and talk about spiritual shit. Like work and 
life and how it feels to be in my skin. And the place is rarely ever permanent. 
And it often feels like we are just playing or having fun. 

Day 133 (07/24/06) 



I just want to start yelling fuck at everyone.Aaron brought up Sarah. A girl a 
hung out with in college. She went to my school. We enjoyed a lot of the same 
things. He said the she was my girlfriend with out any of the benefits. She was 
one of the coolest people I ever met but she is in Denmark and has a man. I 
never thought of our relationship that way but... 

I think Brandi, my store manager, is mad at me for leaving (transferring) to 
Portland without proper (two weeks) notice. If I were her I would feel the 
same way. I love closing with Athena but when we have a disagreement we 
really disagree and sometimes words are had. But she is way cool and I think 
it's just a personality clash. 

The other day a customer commented on my great memory for movies. 

Day 132 (07/25/06) 

Someone wrote on my house tonight. 

it said the i'm going to hell and the name of my movie and i know what you did 
last summer. ..with that little girl. The word Lipstick written all over my house 
in lipstick how ironic. 

The also wrote "Your going to hell". I wanted to correct them. 

Day 129 (07/28/06) 

Saw Clerks 2 last night. It was good. 

Day 126 (07/31/06) 

Someone used lipstick to write a note and on my car last night. I'm kinda 
hoping it's a psycho girl cause she would be fun to fuck and be around in 
general. 

Pamatosis — When Pam hits you, draws blood and you like it. 

Day 125 (08/01/06) 

Truth is that I don't like the idea of someone defacing my property. 



Most of what I've written so far may or may not have any bearing in reality. It 
comes from how I perceive the world not the truth of the world. So that bitch 
on the tube Oprah should not have ragged on some guy trying to write what he 
feels was his life. I'm reminded of that as I sit in my mansion with my maid and 
butler close by. 

I quit smoking and my skin crawls when I'm around it. I feel sick. And I don't 
know if I want to leave anymore. 

Day 124 (08/02/06) 

I want that chick so bad but I can't. It's a stupid guy thing. Ross is one of my 
good friends and I feel loyalty toward him. He is part of the holy trinity. He is 
the " you can take all this good shit with you were ever you go", guy. 

Pam. 

Day 122 (08/04/06) 

She came into lackluster yelling about a movie. Her voice was horse until she 
started yelling and then it was normal. Why are chicks hotter when they are 
pissed? 

Day 121 (08/05/06) 

I am leaving for Portland in the morning to check things out. Again. 

Day 117 (08/09/06) 

I'm back and we found a place. About 30 days from now we leave for Portland. 

She is like hot and cold and of late more like ice shards stabbing me. It used to 
be like nice after the mean but now she knows I dig the slaps so no nice. I want 
her so bad and I don't get it. I seem to be standing up to her more in public 
and she likes it. 

Jason and I met some Myspace people in Portland and I was only a little 
freaked out. 



Day 115 (08/11/06) 

The day went great. Movies were knocked out of my hand and I laughed. 
Sometime during the day she slapped me. A couple times to be exact. Of 
course I laughed. At the going away party she pinched the hell out of me. I 
laughed. 

"Ring around the Rosie" with a Aaron's daughter was probably the highlight of 
my night. I must be boring and no kind of artist. 

It was like we were two factions. Two warring parties at a party. A subtle truce 
was signed on the way in and after some time violated by both sides. Of my 
brain. People trip me the fuck out. A friend pointed this out. Friends always 
do. 

I really didn't invite anyone but all the right people showed up. Because I relied 
on If I told the right person then the others would follow. Funny using my evil 
powers for good. 

Some people don't get others choose not to drink or do drugs. Fuck it's simple. 

My life used to be shitty now it's getting a little better. 

That's why I don't do shit anymore. 

Someone told me tonight that I can only please myself. So I will. 

Day 113 (08/13/06) 

I'm kinda cracked out right now but I will continue. I can't find my current 
notebook so I think I should just start a new one. 

I saw someone I used with, someone who knows me well, we got drunk 
together often. 

Aaron loves to fuck with me. 

LA Film School? Art Institute of Portland? We were talking about me going 
back to school. 



Day 112 (08/14/06) 

I have 109 days to break rule three?Rules are often made to be 
broken. Sometimes I feel I missed some big part of growing up. 

The only rules I have yet to break are rule one and three. 

Day 111 (08/15/06) 

I saw a new doctor today. Dr. B...Dr. B called me a druid or a Jedi. I was 
wearing my star wars shirt. I have a growth in my nose that now that I think 
about it has been there for quite a while. Nasal polyps are benign. 

Dr. B scheduled surgery for after the date I'm supposed to move. Jason got 
pissed because it does not fit into his plan. He has the mindset of fast food 
surgery. I think it's rude and shitty. 

Day 109 (08/17/06) 

I got a lead on one of my biological parents. 

Day 105 (08/21/06) 

I went to Six flags to day with Pam and a friend named Kaz. It was cool. So 
much happened today but I'm tired... 

Day 103 (08/23/06) 

I passed my stats class. I had a rule for this year about going to school but it 
was deleted. I did not want to finish school yet I did. C+ 

I haven't told Jason I don't want to move to Portland. I need nasal surgery and I 
want to go to Santa Cruz for grad school. A guy saw my resume on Monster 
and has offered me a job as an Auto claims adjuster. 

Day 98 (08/28/06) 

I don't think I'll be talking to Jason anymore. He was pretty pissed. But I have 
to be responsible, I have to take care of the shit that is wrong with me. I will 



have a much better job if I stay and the opportunity to go to UCLA or Santa 
Cruz. 

My mom thinks I did not learn the lesson that you can only rely on yourself but 
I did. Jason is learning it and started with the most important question. ..HELP. 
Yes, help. When I realized that I can only rely on myself and asked that 
important question I found people who would help and knew that I could not 
rely on them all the time. That is too much to ask from anyone. 

Pam is teaching me how to talk. ..to women. So I asked her a question. Do you 
like foreign movies? She kinda likes them. 

Chocolate is not caramel even if either one makes women happy they still are 
not the same. 

I left a bunch of movies for Pam to run with some chocolate cookies on top 
maybe they might make her happy. Nothing I do seems to satisfy her. 

Day 96 (08/30/06) 

I was supposed to hang out with Pam and Aaron but they went home. We were 
supposed to meet at Earl's. A guy from worked asked me to step up and 
become a sales manager. I hate selling but that is not really what a sales 
manager does. It is really an assistant store manager position. So I think I will. 

Day 94 (09/01/06) 

Jason is pretty pissed. He deleted me from his MySpace friends list. It isn't real 
life anyway. Ryan did the same. I will call them both because if I wasn't going 
to go I should have not said I would go. But it is just all about the money, the 
lack thereof. 

I hung out with Will today and we talked about Gay Nazis for Christ as a biker 
gang. It was a silly conversation. 

Day 92 (09/03/06) 

92 days until the end of my life. I still feel like I haven't really done anything. 
Has this all been a waste of time? 



Day 91 (09/04/06) 

Conversation with Megan. ..hi 

M (2:43:03 AM): yoyo 

M (2:43:12 AM): you loggeed the other day before i could reply 

psychodave (2:43:55 AM): ya i'm kinda pissed at myself. 

M (2:45:08 AM): why? 

M(2:45:19 AM): well i know why but you tell me 

psychodave (2:45:55 AM): jason won't talk to me and I passed up the 
opportunity to go to portland and I still work a bbv 

M (2:46:19 AM): so ... do you wanna go now or what? 

Psychodave (2:46:44 AM): i can't it's not a matter of wanting anything 

M (2:47:42 AM): money? 

Psychodave (2:47:48 AM): yes 

M (2:48:23 AM): well.... hes just pissed cause now he has to stay here... before 
he coulda gone alone., i think 

psychodave(2:48:47 AM): no i think he was relying on me 

psychodave (2:49:03 AM): it would have been cheaper all around 

psychodave (2:49:11 AM): moving and rent 

M (2:51:00 AM): well.... i dunno... = / i can understand why hes mad 

psychodave(2:51:09 AM): me too 

psychodave (2:51:59 AM): but i have to pay bills and thats where the money 
went 



M (2:56:01 AM): well.... i guess what matters is... did you know that before you 
went up there? 

psychodave(2:56:32 AM): what that i had bills to take care of 

M(2:57:00 AM): yes... that you wouldnt have the money 

psychodave (2:57:34 AM): i thought i was going to get some more but i did not 

psychodave (2:58:01 AM): and i cant live on what i make at bbv no matter 
where 

M(2:59:19 AM): well i duno about that.... but... get a plan and stick to it or else 
you WILL be at bb the rest of your life... cant go back and forth on possibilities 

psychodave (3:01:22 AM): i had a plan(s) and it (they) just go to shit everytime. 

M (3:02:21 AM): plausible plans. ..its not a coincedence theres something that 
youre doing wrong... no offense but that has to be it. find out what it is 

M (3:03:00 AM): like maybe the "plausible" part 

Psychodave (3:03:36 AM): like make plans that i think i can actually acomplish 

M (3:04:06 AM): right 

M (3:04:15 AM): precisely! 

psychodave (3:04:39 AM): if that's the case i'll never be a writer 

M (3:05:14 AM): whys that? 

psychodave (3:07:01 AM): because the word plausable lends toward realistic 
and beiang a writer is not what realistic people strive towards they just want a 
9-5er at a nice company. 

Day 90 (09/05/06) 

Today Pam threw scissors at me. It was hilarious. I bleed and she reminded 
that I liked it. My mom keeps warning me about her. She has a mean streak. I 



know, that's why I like her. Most of the other women I've known lacked this, at 
least around me. 

Day 88 (09/07/06) 

It hit me, today; I don't have a writing partner anymore. My best friend fucked 
out on me because I didn't have enough money to move. 

I slept most of the day and kept waking up because I thought I had stopped 
breathing. That's how my dad died. 

Day 86 (09/09/06) 

Played a game with January, Sean, Pam and Aaron last night. I was on the girl's 
team and we won. The whole time Pam was sitting next to me I wanted to 
reach out and choke her then start kissing her but I can't because I'm in the 
friend zone. Fuck her anyway (right). I'm probably too old for her tastes. 

Day 82 (09/13/06) 

My four year clean anniversary was yesterday. Today I went to a meeting with 
Pamdemoniom. Do people naturally assume that when you are thirty and have 
had no girlfriend that you are gay? Or do I just need to be more comfortable 
with myself? And start standing up for myself. 

I'm just pissed. I think I should have more. I look around and see happy 
couples but what I don't see is them when they are alone fighting or what- 
have-you. 

Day 81 (09/14/06) 

Pam said today that I am gay until proven straight. She also choked me and 
held and razor to my jugular. She likes "the Wizard of Oz". She owns all the 
lord of the rings and Harry potter movies. Her favorite fruit is Strawberries. 
She is allergic to avocados. 

I don't think it was normal when she was choking me and holding a knife to my 
throat, for me to look at her hazel eyes and think they look beautiful. I feel so 
far from normal. 



Day 77 (09/18/06) 

Pam gave me a plate of lamb this afternoon. Four huge pieces of lamb. I was 
stuffed. Her mom is nice to me and says why do I take shit from Pam. I don't 
know sometimes but when she's nice she's awesome. 

Dennis said I was so nice and I do god's work. I wanted to say that it doesn't 
pay well at all being nice. Or doing whatever it is that would be classified as 
god's work. 

Pam has a strange swelling in her hand and feet. I hope nothing is wrong with 
her. 

I called in sick to work today. 

Focus on right now... 

Right now I am called an axe murderer by my friends. 

Right now I feel something for a woman who does not feel it back (I don't know 
for certain because I'm too chickenshit to say anything). 

Right now I have no medical insurance. 

Right now I would give everything away (material and non-material) to be 
someone else. Would I? 

Day 74 (09/21/06) 

Pam was a total bitch at work today. But she called and apologized to me. She 
did not have to do any of that but she did. I would have loved her no matter 
what because she is fucking cool. 

Day 71 (09/24/06) 

I went and hung out with Pam today. I paid for lunch. I believe that she may 
be taking advantage of my kindness. I see my kindness and patience as 
strength not a weakness. I applied for work at Time Warner. I try to turn over 
the situation to god but I'm horrible at that so I just shove it deep inside myself. 



Jack and I talked today about how I should start talking to women. But I still 
only want Pam. Fuck her. I don't want to try with other women. I don't want 
to give a verbal resume. 

I came across the rule for the Annoying Game. I was a game patterned after 
the way Donna and I would talk. 

1) Say the person's name who you are talking to before during and/or after the 
sentence. 

2) completely inappropriate / inane conversation. 

3) end the conversation in a loud voice. 

4) Do all of this without laughing and you win. 
I saw Donna a couple days ago. 

Day 68 (09/27/06) 

I got pierced tonight and Aaron got Pam's name tattooed on his hand. 

I was mad and I'm halfway thinking of not hanging out with them anymore. 
Not because of the tattoo but I love them both. Aaron like a brother and Pam 
as the girlfriend I can't have. They are my best friends? 

Day 59 (10/06/06) 

I called Pam a cunt the other day. I felt bad when I said it but she was being a 
bitch to me and I was trying to stand up for myself but I said the wrong thing. 

Day 57 (10/08/06) 

I shit my pants the other day. I was on my way to the toilet at home. When I 
take a shit I need to read something. Finding the book did not come fast 
enough for my bowels, thus I shit myself. It made me feel like an old man 
except for the whole part about cleaning it up myself. 

Day 52 (10/13/06) 



Happy mother-fucking Friday the 13th. I gave Pamdemonium a Friday the 13th 
present. It was a bag of caramels, 11 black lighters ('cause she likes taking my 
black lighters), a knife and a pressed rose( the one I've been pressing since last 
year). She laughed and said thank you. But she could not eat the caramels 
because of her tongue piercing. The thought was appreciated though. 

Day 48 (10/17/06) 

I had this whole rant thought out about how everyone loves vagina but then I 
felt my cock and realized that I love my cock. I love my cock I just need 
someone who will love it too. 

A couple of days ago there was some proselytizers outside of Lackluster. I 
don't know if I said it before but each human on the planet can think and make 
judgments for himself. I say let every man be his own lord and master. 
Whether you be an atheist, agnostic or theist of some sort we can all agree on 
little things that would make the world go round great. That does not mean 
that we all be of the same faith. Fuck that. Let god(s) be personal to each and 
every soul. Or don't believe. There is nothing wrong with choosing to believe 
that there is no god, no afterlife, no redemption of the soul, no heaven or hell. 
No book you will ever read should unequivocally prove the existence or the 
nonexistence of anything of the spirit. Spirituality has little to do with books 
and more to do with personal experience. 

I had a talk with Pam today about her being to nice to me. It has to stop. She is 
being nice to the point of ignoring me. I need a punch or a kick every once and 
a while. I need her to be a bitch. Interpersonal relations have already been 
established. A pattern has been formed and she should stick to what she is 
good at. 

Day 41 (10/24/06) 

The biggest thing going on in my life I can't talk about because Pam asked me 
not to. She tickled me today while Aaron back-handed me in the leg. She told 
him that I wished ovarian cancer on her. I did a couple of weeks ago but 
rescinded the remark because it was too mean. I wish no harm to ever come to 



her. And that is partly what I can't talk about. She wants to put herself in 
harms way. 

Robert suggested that I change the name of this book to "A Dave in the Life". 
When I first got clean I was seeing a hypno-therapist who taught me a "golden 
string" meditation. It goes like this... 

1) Picture yourself standing at the edge of a cliff. 

2) before you lie millions of cables. 

3) they are all attached to stuff that is floating in the air. 

4) all of the strings are the same except for one gold string. 

5) all of the options for possible desires are in space attached to the strings 
(cables) 

6) But the one you want is on the golden cable. That is the optimum choice. 

Before I got into UCI I was doing this meditation. I was doing it with another 
college in mind. UCI was a very suitable substitute. I have begun to do this 
meditation again but with a person in mind. It is like praying for a 
cheeseburger when I should just get in my car and buy one. But sometimes 
visual meditation helps the body move in the right direction. 

I was carpet cleaning the other night. Well I don't do the carpet cleaning at 
lackluster. I baby sit the store while the carpet cleaner does his thing. At 2:30 
am I figured out why I have to love my life... It's mine. That's it this is my life it's 
ending one minute at a time and I will do with it as I see fit. I thought of this as 
I was reading a genetics book and it had a quote from David Hume. To 
paraphrase Hume. ..Either all the events of our lives are determined thus we are 
not responsible for any of it or they are our reactions to completely random 
events and thus we are not responsible. How does this relate to me?l have long 
been under the impression that who we are as human beings is completely 
circumstantial.The genes that make up my body are from people who had sex 
because of circumstances they or society or whatever placed them into. I am 
free to choose circumstances to place myself in that dictate who I will be in the 



future. Thus it is my life and I will do with it as I see fit. That is what Pam is 
doing. 

It's sad to say but... 

We are all just opinions of others. Like it or not... Care about what other 
people think or not. We are just the opinions of those around us. Man does 
not exist in a void. We exist in society. Society is all around you. Society flows 
through you. We are social creatures. We created culture and culture creates 
us. Paradise can be found here. Hell certainly exists here. 

There is this little thing that some people do with the fortunes in fortune 
cookies, you add the words "in bed" at the end. I got this fortune the other 
week when I bought Pam and me lunch from a "Panda Express". It read, "You 
are the life of any party", "in bed". Pam laughed at me and I then promptly 
invited her to a party in my bed. She refused of course. 

Day 29 (11/05/06) 

Halloween came and I went to hang out with Robert and Ryan in Corona. We 
scared little kids and their mothers. Traffic was shit and it took me two and a 
half hours to get out there. Ryan did not participate because his new girlfriend 
did not participate. But I got to see David (fucko), Greg and Paul. I had a great 
time I dressed in my body bag costume but Fucko said I looked like on of the 
California Raisins. Day of the dead (Dia de los meurtos) came and went. I wore 
a Misfits shirt because Dennis asked me to. His wife died a few years ago and 
November Second was her favorite holiday. 

Everything seems to be going well. In a couple of days I will remove a rose that 
I have been pressing. 

Last night I hung out with Ross and Dennis. Dennis had received a present from 
Ross. Midget porn and a blowup doll. Dennis could not watch the porn 
because he found it disgusting. "Little fingers wrapped around an eight inch 
cock. The hand was so small it couldn't fit around the whole thing." That is 
what he said at first but later we found out that he is afraid of little people. I 
hear that little people is what dwarves and midgets like to be called. I told 
Dennis that I need to find a little person to be his friend. He said that he would 



hurt the person. Ross and I continued to talk about midgets. We thought it 
would be great to get an army of midgets to stand on his front lawn. Or 
perhaps a wee-lady to dress in a French maid outfit and bring him coffee and 
cigarettes in the morning. Of course Ross would have to make sure that Dennis 
did not have any guns in the house. We then spoke of a mythical kingdom in 
Long Beach where little people live in a gated community. We would take 
Dennis there and throw him over the gate. Or we could befriend some of them 
and blindfold Dennis and lock him in the wee-land. We thought that we could 
get some of them pocket bikes and have them follow Dennis when he went out 
on his Harley. Or we could dress them like clansmen and have them burn little 
crosses and persecute the big person Dennis. Dennis calls me Satan's little 
helper. I was thinking of putting horns on my head and standing on his lawn 
and saying that Satan's little helper needs little helpers too. It went on like this 
for a half hour at least. It was hilarious and I would like to mention that this is 
not at any expense of any person but Dennis. He is the joke not the little 
people. Although, they are incredibly funny. In Downey the day after May fifth 
(Cinco de Mayo) there is a little people rodeo. Full-sized bulls pint sized people. 
We could hire little folks to dress as lawn gnomes and stand on his lawn. Or a 
surprise party (a thousand little people yelling surprise in Dennis' home.). 
Make midget porn in his living room. The jokes are endless. They could follow 
him to coffee shops. 

I feel that some part of me wants to apologize for this joke and my sense of 
humor. But I cannot. I am no saint and sometimes my thinking is way fucked 
but part of the journey this year has been to learn to not take myself so 
seriously. So remember when you bought this book and the money you spent 
some of that money is going to torture my friend Dennis. His irrational fear will 
be exploited for my and Ross' enjoyment. 

I was told something about Aaron that I didn't want to hear because if it ever 
happens I will cut his nuts off. Literally. Yes Aaron may be a good friend but he 
will be in pain and I will be happy to go to jail. His nuts come off and I will mail 
them to his mother. 

Circumstances... 

Circumstances... 



Circumstances... all of life is completely circumstantial I just get pissed when I 
see the circumstances that others are placing themselves into. I don't like my 
friends to be hurt. 

Day 28 (11/06/06) 

This day went like any other I think. I've been talking to the lackluster 
customers more. Joking and whatnot. I think my funny gene is expressing 
itself. 

Pam let me watch Grey's Anatomy at her house. Because I work most 
Thursday nights, I can't see it so she Tivo's it for me. 

My district leader gave me a gift card for signing up people to Lackluster online 
in the store with the new laptop. It is quite an ingenious scheme. The laptop 
can only go to Lackluster dot com and the cancellation page for Webflicks.The 
guy who started Webflicks had a bad experience with a Lackluster employee. As 
they say the customer is always an asshole. Or is that every customer wants 
something for free. No that's not it. Yeah, the customer is always right unless 
they're wrong then they're stupid and misinformed about policy and probably 
stealing movies. 

I used to be scared of the boss of my boss (my district leader). Not any more, 
one day she became human and just trying to do the best job she could. 

I was talking to Dennis and Robert... If this book is published and makes money, 
I want to buy a RV or tour bus and travel from Alaska to Chile. I would like the 
both of them to come along. It would be a great adventure. We shall go from 
North to South America traveling the long way. I don't know how dangerous it 
would be but I'm sure that it is a great deal safer than driving in southern 
California. We would have to learn Spanish. Robert suggested those foreign 
language CD's. "Repeat after me... El autobus esta en mi coulo... the bus is in 
my ass. ..the bus is in my ass. Cuanto cuesta para coje con su burro... How much 
does it cost to have sex with your donkey. ..how much does it cost to have sex 
with your donkey? Donde esta la putas, senor... Where are the whores, sir?" I 
had to include the translations. I hate it in books when people write and 
expect that the reader know Latin or whatever language phrases. It pisses me 



the fuck off. I don't see what light-science books have to do with me 
understanding Latin. Why is science and Philosophy so preoccupied with this 
dead language? I can see its use in naming things but the phrases and 
quotes... English please. My Latin only goes so far cunnalingus, cunt or 
whathaveyou. Se la vie. 

The last day of this journal is approaching and I haven't started planning a party 
for my birthday. Maybe it would be fitting to have sushi again this year. I'm 
thinking of the guest list and it would be surprisingly different from last year. 

Changing the names is going to be a bitch and it will make all the Pam jokes 
meaningless. I could always just delete these couple of sentences and say at 
the beginning that names have been changed. 

Ross and I were talking about the importance of humor. An old friend once 
told me, "Make them laugh, make them breakfast." Humor is what most 
women want. I don't think that most people get my humor though. I don't 
know. I haven't made anyone breakfast. Although a friend told me that I was 
funny the other day. She was talking about my being so reserved. Or was she 
saying to take the stick out of my ass. Not sure... not a mind reader. 

Sammeah finds me incredibly funny though. She only has a shit-eating grin for 
me, no one else. If only she didn't have a girlfriend. But they are both nice, 
cool and all around fun people. I'm not about to forfeit my pink mafia card. 
Lesbians are the shit. Okay, the Pink mafia story. I don't have the card yet but I 
get the concept. Lesbians are in this sort of mafia, the pink one. Straight guys 
don't fuck lesbians when they are friends with lesbians. No threesomes with 
the committed ladies. Just 'cause you have a cock and they don't does not 
mean you bring yours to party with them. Often times they have their own and 
it is in a drawer. They are like your buddy and they got your back most of the 
time. It's about respect. ..respecting the lives of others. 

I got a call today from a person who wants me to help raise money to send kids 
with muscular dystrophy to summer camp. I thought it would be nice of me. 
It's also free lunch. So two days after I turn 31 these people will come pick me 
up and give me lunch and in the meantime I will raise money for a worthy 
cause. 



I have a lot of my regular customers names' memorized. Movies in the store 
and what they are about memorized. It is really easy for me to do. I remember 
when I learned how to do this as a child. I was watching the TV show "That's 
Incredible" a man memorized the whole audience names. It goes like this if 
you want to remember something for a long time find out why. Why do you 
need to know this... What is it about this new information that is like something 
else... A customer at work had the same last name as a girl I knew in high 
school. So I linked that information to the memory of that girl and it sticks. 
This other customer Ron has the same last name as Robert. Find what makes 
the person, place or thing similar to something you already know. Another 
customer looks pretty much like my cousin, maybe a little taller, but my cousin 
Ray and the customer Chris look similar. I really doubt that this is some sort of 
mind-blowing thing because everyone does it some of us know that we are 
doing it. Avegadro's number 10 xl0 A 23 is in a Social Distortion song. I had a 
dream that I learned French one night because it was similar to Spanish. I was 
watching an Audrey Tautao movie. Shit (the word) is very similar in French and 
Spanish. 

Day 27 (11/07/06) 

As the days go by 

wonder why 

I have not put an end to my life. 

But it is no wonder 

My sister, my brother 

That you are there for me. 

I thought I would start today off with a poem. It is probably no great sonnet 
but fuck I'm no Shakespeare. I rented some movies from Lackluster today. 
Brothers of the Head (not that great) and The Groomsmen (ahh, yeah...). 



I feel like that instead of imparting some of the wisdom I have gained in the 
past thirty years, I'm only portraying myself as an insane clerk who will not try 
some other career. 

It's barely November and Lackluster has out the Christmas shit already. There 
is a standee full of penguin shit from some new movie. Fuck why have we 
stretched a one day a year holiday into several months of consumerism and 
other bull shit? I bought the Da Vinci Code the other day. That was a great 
movie. Rather easy to follow for a mystery. I can't wait for the new Bukowski 
movie to come out. Factotum is the name of the movie. The trailer looked 
good. I'm a big fan of Bukowski. 

So I finished watching The Groomsmen by Edward Burns and it was good. 

So tonight I hung out with Robert, Dennis, Ross and Lisa. Ross and I gave 
Dennis shit about the midget thing and he said he was going to buy a voodoo 
doll. He would buy a voodoo doll and cut it to pieces while thinking of me and 
Robert. Bridget the midget was in the movie The downtown Detective. We 
looked at pictures of her on Robert's computer at the coffee shop. 

After a very long hiatus, Robert tried to light me on fire again. He also got my 
friend Dane to try it. Most of the time the lighter was not lit but when it was, I 
was laughing and smacking it away from my leg. Robert said I could light him on 
fire but I could not seriously light him. 

I'm watching Unbreakable by M. Night Shyamalan. Jason and I talked about 
this movie once. I think it's a comic book movie he does not. Jason believes 
that it is a movie based on comic book themes. I really don't see the difference 
and believe it is just semantics. It's a movie with themes normally found in 
comic books or mythical tales. The movie's main character played by Sam 
Jackson is an art retailer who deals with art from comic books or graphic 
novels. 

I feel that I have left something huge out. A couple of weeks ago my friend 
Anshu was in town from Colorado. We met while I was living at UCI. He was 
friends with my roommate Chris. He came to town and we hung out with Chris 
and some other folks. It's something I left out, I have friends from school but I 



don't talk to them that much. It seems that Anshu and I are most connected 
then me with the others of the group. I don't know why. We often talk about 
religion and the Jesus myth and other controversies. He suggested that I find a 
book called the Hindu Bible. Of what he was saying it seems that it goes with 
what we have talked about for a while. I had read another book he gave me 
about a Buddhist prophet called Issa. Issa Left Israel at the age of 13. He did 
not wish to marry the woman his family had chosen for him so he took to the 
Silk Road and went to Kashmir. He was taken in by monks and other ascetics 
who taught him how to read. One day the monks found that Issa had been 
preaching to the Sudras and the told him to stop. He did not because he said 
that these people were deserving of the dharma as much or even more so than 
anyone else. He left India and on the way home stopped in a major Persian city 
and began to preach. Issa disrupted the city so much that he was placed in 
prison and sentenced to death. The night before his execution the king, upon 
hearing the message that Issa brought to the people, set him free saying that 
he knew he was a just man and would not kill him. Issa left Persia and returned 
to his homeland of Israel. He began preaching and was put to death by the 
Romans. Issa being a yogi master placed himself into a deep trance and the 
authorities thought he was dead. His family and friends buried him in a cave. 
When Issa came out of his trance, he escaped to... 

India 

France 

One of the books I read says India because of a group of tombs there. They are 
in the style of Jews- an east to west placement. Stuart from Lackluster said 
that he believes that Judaism is the trunk of all religions but I think it is much 
more complicated than that. More like a god has a pond and he is/was 
throwing rocks into the water. Ripples in the water and everyone sees the 
effects on their part of the shore. Or god is peeing in the snow. Or someone 
has a great idea of how people/society should function and tells a buddy who 
tells a buddy who goes on a trip and tells his new friends who tell their friends 
and they go on trips and suddenly the guy is a saint or worse a god. 

Robert believes that everything is sacred. Everything. 



Right. 

I think that if that is true then the reverse is also true. Profanity is endless in 
the universe. Everything is blasphemous. The knowledge of such a concept 
indicates that even the concept is sacred. Blasphemy and sanctity are the same 
thing. The universe just is. And we are all divine little shit bags. Praying to a 
god in blasphemous ways. Praying for the death of our enemy instead of peace 
to our neighbor. Finding the sacredness in the most disturbing of profane acts 
is not easy. Murder. ..How is murder a sacred act? How if I am a sacred being 
and what I do is sacred then how is taking the life of another sacred and not 
profane. ..it's not. I am sacred. I am part of nature but what I do can go against 
nature. Go against normal competition. Rarely do chimps murder other 
chimps for no reason yet we humans kill each other for no real reason other 
than the killer liked killing. I'm not talking about war. Chimps kill in the name 
of resources too. Serial killers. They kill for joy of the act not for food or what 
the dead person has that they can take. Many times it is for the act. (with 
Dahmer and other cannibal serial killers eating the flesh is part of the taking of 
the life.) I'm not condoning war it is horrible that we, societies, fight for natural 
resources but we do it. And it far more natural than killing a complete stranger 
for the thrill. Yet everything is divine? 

Day 26 (11/08/06) 

My mom has a cookbook on the table. It is opened to some sandwich. A pork 
sandwich I believe. I don't get cookbooks. I think learned everything I need to 
know about cooking from my mom when I was a kid. Now it's about tastes, 
about tasting the way to a new twist on an old dish. 

I had a great time at work today. Linda and Pam were ripping on me from 
being the most over-caffeinated person in the world. There is no such thing. 
You can never have too much caffeine. Linda said they would need to hold 
mirror to see my breath if I was ever caffeine free. I would not move and you 
would not be able to tell if I was alive. 

Chentelle, the new girl at Lackluster, and I have been working together often 
and we get along well. She is smart and I knew that no regular joke at her 
expense would work. Pam and I often talk about how I'm afraid of penguins. I 



just hate them. Nothing personal against an animal but I think it would be fun 
to kick them. So this is the story I told her... 

I was like five or six and they had just opened the penguin encounter at Sea 
World in San Diego. I went with my mom and dad and I got separated from 
them on the way into the penguin encounter. I saw a handler\trainer or the 
guy who feeds the animals go into a side door. I ran in after him because he 
threw the door open widely and did not close it behind him. It was careless on 
his part. But just as the door was about to close my little fingers grabbed the 
door and opened it for myself.l hid behind some boxes I found in the room just 
on the other side of the door and waited. It seemed like forever. You know 
how times goes when you are a kid. I saw him leave about ten minutes later 
and then went exploring. At this time my parents hadn't noticed I was gone 
yet. I found my way onto the ice with the birds and began kicking them 
because it was fun. Or was it that I was scared of all those little beaks and the 
squawking. The look of horror on the crowds faces when I grabbed a mackerel 
out of the mouth of one of the emperor penguins and began beating it with its 
own food. It was close to lunch time and I was hungry so I gnawed on the 
mackerel until they pulled me out of the enclosure. 

I had her going for at least ten minutes as I added to the story and laughed at 
the disgust she was showing toward me for being a juvenile delinquent. Then it 
all fell apart when a customer who is a fanatic about penguins heard that I 
kicked them. I couldn't hold it any longer. 

I think I may go to see the hot sandwich girl and order a tuna sandwich. I will 
tell her this story and how I was traumatized by that experience. Being 
stranded in the penguin encounter, I don't think I can eat that tuna sandwich 
today. I'm gonna go back to work and cry. 

Chentelle was mad but not the angry mad, more of the mad yet amused 
because you got one over on me. She kept saying that I was a pathological liar. 
It was hilarious and I could not stop laughing. I did a little later tell her a 
truth... I was drunk one night and pissed on a duck in a park. She didn't know 
whether to believe me or not. It was great. 



And just so you know I usually am highly caffeinated. Tonight was no 
exception. I drank two Rockstars and five or something shots of espresso, 
hence why I was so talkative at work lately. A customer called on the phone to 
ask for the new Mouse-movie Cars and I told her I had a Honda Civic. 

I had a dream last night... 

It was like something out of the final scenes of the movie Rushmore crossed 
with Full Metal Jacket and a little One flew over the Cuckoo's Nest. I was in an 
auditorium or a large lunch room at a school. A guy about fifteen or sixteen 
was wheeled in on a wheel chair. The guy who wheeled him in pulled out a gun 
and put it in his face. I was called over. I felt like a sergeant or some higher up. 
I said, "you son need to get the bubblegum out your mouth and a gun in your 
hand and out there fighting. If you don't I'll send you with that gum and gun in 
your mouth to the mental institution or six feet under." I said something like 
that. It was a cool dream. 

I remember my first and only lucid dream... 

It was in a kinda funhouse. I was running through, jumping over obstacles. I 
came out onto a patio or garden in the middle of the house and met an old 
man. Very kind man he wanted me to wait with him and talk but I wanted to 
go back inside. I don't know if he imparted any wisdom to me. I think he just 
wanted me to slow down. After that I seemed to lose control if I ever had any 
control over that dream to begin with. The old man reminds me of Jack when 
he had long hair and beard. But the man seemed strong and fit. Not ailing 
from any ills. Incredibly wise I should have stayed with him for a bit longer 
because after that the dream sped up and I woke up. As a kid I had reoccurring 
dreams where things got faster and it freaked me out. 

Ryan and I would talk about how in a dream you are all the characters. The 
whole Jungian thing. But I think it was god or some supreme being who was 
telling me to slow down. Maybe I was talking to myself in the dream last night 
telling myself to get serious about making a go at this life. Having a good time 
with my world. 



I love the Spiderman story. The beginning... A nerd is bestowed great powers 
by accident (?). Learns that his uncle is the smartest man in the world-"With 
great power comes great responsibility". And he becomes a regular do-gooder. 

There is another co-worker at Lackluster, Margot. She has worked there for a 
while now at least since the beginning of summer when I went back. We work 
together a lot and she asks me random questions and asks me to think of ones 
myself. It is a way for her to start a conversation. One of the latest questions 
was what kind of bread did she like. If I could be a rabbit would I be a short ear 
or a long eared lop. The word lop is just bad and I'm neither lazy nor stupid so I 
would be one of the short eared ones who run from predators. All sorts of 
strange questions. 

So while me, Pam and Chentelle pick on each other, Margot and I just talk and 
try to understand each other in a more simple way. I don't know if simple is 
the right word maybe it is a more peaceful way of making conversation. But I 
think that some bit of animosity or hostility comes out in flirting with people. 

Amanda Plummer looks like my friend Brooke. Something about the eyes. 
Pulp Fiction is one of my favorite movies and Amanda Plummer looks hot in the 
restaurant scene. I often think about the origins of words ie restaurant, a 
French word. There are not too many words in English for an eating place that 
don't come from another language. I may be wrong but here is a list from a 
thesaurus... 

Bar 

Cafe 

Cafeteria 

Canteen 

Chophouse 

Coffee shop 

Diner 



Dining room 

Dive 

Doughnut shop 

Drive-in 

Eatery 

Eating house 

Eating place 

Fast-food place 

Greasy spoon 

Grill 

Hamburger stand 

Hashery 

Hideaway 

Hotdog stand 

Inn 

Joint 

Luncheonette 

Lunchroom 

Night club 

Outlet 

Pizzeria 



Saloon 

Soda fountain 

Watering whole 

Most of these describe fast-food places. I don't consider Burger King a 
restaurant. There is a fine line between junk food and actual meals. Denny's 
and Waffle House walk that line. Pizza is not served as the only option in Italian 
restaurants; therefore a pizzeria is not a restaurant.And when I go to bars I 
rarely eat an actual meal, bar food is worse than fast food. 

Day 25 (11/09/06) 

Indian movies are strange with the 8 or so song and dance numbers in them. 

Thanksgiving will be here is a week or so. That brings with it talk of the magical 
substance in turkey. ..tryptophan. Tryptophan is also produce by males after 
ejaculation. Females produce a substance with total opposite effects. So while 
a man falls asleep after sex a woman becomes more stimulated and awake. 
Tryptophan can be bought on the internet. Tryptophan is a serotonin 
producing amino acid. Prozac and other anti-depressants are serotonin 
enhancing substances. This means the tryptophan increases the level of 
serotonin in your body. Prozac changes the way the synapses in your brain 
react to the serotonin. 

I don't know if I would cut Aaron's nuts off because he's my friend and people 
make mistakes. When I think that people are perfect or closer to perfection 
than me, I often miss the greatest qualities that make one human. Our 
imperfections, our imperfections make us human. They frame who we are as 
much as the things we do well or how we look. 

I was going to go to visit Ryan today but I had no money. I get paid tomorrow 
but I can get my check (pay stub because I get direct deposit) today. I got a 
bonus which went to taxes. Out of a three hundred dollar, two hundred and 
sixteen dollars went to taxes. Disgusting. 

Today I made a go of my life... 



Pam called me at nine in the morning which was three and a half hours after I 
fell asleep. She wanted me to come over, watch her clean the house and bring 
her lunch. Not happening so I went back to sleep. Ethel called me around 
noon but I didn't answer. The great thing about Ethel is she rarely leaves 
messages so I rarely call her back. I was thinking of making my bills out seeing 
as I will not fall asleep until four or five but instead I think I'll hit the sack and 
watch a movie then write some more. I went into work today and picked up 
some movies. Nothing much happened today. I didn't even wash. 

Robert gets on my case about the lack of regular washing. It was much easier 
to get away with it when I had a shaved head. But now since my hair is long 
Robert can spot the lack of a shower from a mile away. 

I was taught a while ago that you can't rely on one person when shit hits the 
fan or when you need someone to talk to. So I talk to different people about 
varying things. Now I don't know if I should talk to Ross at all. It's not that 
what I said to him was a big deal I just don't know if I wanted him telling Pam 
what I had talked to him about earlier in the year. She keeps telling me that he 
is not my friend. I've known him for a long time and I think that means 
something. 

I've had a cold for a couple of weeks now... 

It hasn't really gone away and I thought that it may be a sign of my kidney 
rejection but I feel great. I just have a cough and slight snot problem. I just 
coughed some gnarly phlegm onto my monitor. My district leader (Linda) 
keeps telling me to quit smoking but I tried that and it sucked. 

I'm going to include photos and drawings but I don't know if photos of people I 
know would be a good thing. 

I'm hungry so I warmed up some leftovers and I think I'm gonna start the movie 
Ice age 2. 

Day 24 (11/10/06) 

For the past couple of weeks Stuart from Lackluster has been scheduling me to 
start a closing shift at 8 Pm on Friday nights. Today I started at 4 Pm. That was 



when I was scheduled to start I should say. I was 2 hours late. When I checked 
my phone at five-thirty I had several phone calls from Lackluster. One call from 
Stuart, one from Margot, one from Gabe and another from Linda. I'm usually 
very early. Hardly ever have I been late. But it seemed that at least two of the 
phone calls showed genuine concern for me has a individual. Strange. It is very 
unlike me to forget when I work or mistake it for some other time. They 
actually thought something was wrong, although I don't think Stuart cared. 

Before I came home I went to Del Taco for some breakfast burritos. 

I talked to Megan today. It was nice. 

So a story about my fucked up thinking that I probably didn't write about when 
it actually happened.... 

While in Portland or when we were making trips up there I formed a story 
about reality. .Jason, Megan and I were smuggling drugs. We had been doing it 
for sometime. So were some of my friends. But it was for rival gangs (?). We 
all had different color cars and the color of the car was the basis of the scam. 
Other people had access to our cars. For I long time I drove from my moms 
house to Irvine five days a week. Jason did the muffin gig and Mega drove 
across county to work. The drugs were placed on my car at night after I got 
home from work. When I would leave for school, they would be hidden on the 
undercarriage. I would park in the parking structure at school and the car 
would be unloaded. The payment was made other ways. We were all paying 
off a debt to people we did not associate with anymore. And the Portland trips 
were my last big run. They would pay off anymore debt I had accrued. I would 
get to graduate and leave Southern California. 

This was an insane but very in depth thought. I love insanity. It can be a real 
drag sometimes but then it leaves you with a gem of an idea for a story or 
amusing anecdote. 

I have health insurance again and I will make an appointment to see the doctor 
on Monday. Bills are due and they will be going out then also. 

I took the rose out of my big dictionary last night and I think it came out better 
than the first one I pressed. 



I'm looking at this document of registration form from the WGA and think how 
meaningless it is without my friend who I wrote the fucking movie with. 

Day 23 (11/12/06) 

I'm of the opinion that one need not apologize for things that they feel they 
should not. If you don't feel sorry for something most times you probably did 
no wrong. When someone tells me that I have done wrong if they cannot show 
me, the wrongs I have made then they are just trying to make me feel bad for 
some selfish reason of theirs. I used to apologize for all sorts of things until one 
day sometime after Sammeah or Jessica told me to stop saying sorry for things 
that I a) have no control over or b) have done to correct another's actions. 

Day 22 (11/13/06) 

Knowing the meaning of life might give me purpose or at least the desire to 
find a purpose but what is this very moment? At this second I am writing this 
but through the magic of a kind of time travel at this moment you are also 
reading this. But what is this very moment and why is it so special. Why now 
and not then or even later. My mom often says I'm like a typical Mexican and 
tomorrow is good enough for me. Why should a consummate procrastinator 
want to figure why this very moment is so great and what is reality. What is 
reality? Is it subjective or objective? Does it have to be one or the other? Are 
they mutually exclusive? If I say that the world is in my mind does my head 
really weigh that much? And if I say that the world is an object that my mind 
perceives, can I really trust my senses? How many licks does it take to get to 
the center of a Tootsie pop? The world may never know. 

"Be a light unto yourselves." 

In this moment I may cry. I am happy! 

Day 21 (11/14/06) 

I think one definition of a wise person is one who sees part of the truth most of 
the time and tells very few people. Insane people may see the whole truth only 
once and since they cannot get it out of their heads and will tell everyone 



about it ad nauseam. Normal people are content that things are the way they 
are because they were told so. 

On my desk I have two Buddha statues. One is sitting in meditation and the 
other is happy and laughing. When I found the quote yesterday, I turned them 
to face away from me. 

I'm cleaning my room right now. It is in such disarray. 
I think I want to teach English in another country. 

Day 20 (11/15/06) 

"all creation has the promise of heaven and still you travel the road to hell" 

VNV nation 

Robert and I were supposed to go out to Ryan's house today. Ryan had other 
plans so we went to McLame's coffee house. From two in the afternoon till 
seven in the evening we hung out, smoking, drinking coffee (or energy drinks), I 
read quite a bit and played backgammon with Neil. 

I also was starring off into the distance and trying to clear my mind. Yes, I was 
meditating and napping. Later that evening I was trying the same sort of 
empty-head meditation that I do so well. I was looking into my reflection and 
became distracted so I focused on a spot about a foot above my head. When I 
did this sometimes a flash of light or darkness would cut across my field of 
vision through the point.lt formed a kind of horizon. When I focused on the 
ground a hole or a discoloration would appear. It was strange and probably 
just my eyes messing with me. 

Pam and I went to see the Borat movie. I can't fool Pam. She is much too 
smart to believe a word I say. A part in the movie almost made me puke. Not 
from disgust, I began to laugh so hard. I started to choke from the laughter 
thus almost puking because of the choking. 

Dennis asked me, "Do serial killers have fund raisers?" 

Why no they have potluck dinners. Wanna come to the next one? 



Most of my friends think I'm a great guy or at least they tell me this to my face. 
So I believe they are sincere. A lot of them though say so awful shit about each 
other. I would like to get them all in one room and have them say nice things 
about me so as maybe they could realize the nice things about themselves and 
each other. But that is wishful thinking and a desire that should not be realized 
soon. 

My friend Kristen is in a forensics class and she need to get into the mind of a 
serial killer and asked Dennis about this. My name came up several times in 
their conversation and so did Robert's. Although, Robert may be far closer to 
being a serial killer because he has more closed head injuries than I. 

My room is far cleaner than it was a couple days ago and this made my mom a 
little happy. She is concerned that I don't work enough and frankly so am I. 

Day 18 (11/17/06) 

It seems that there was some backlash from the Borat movie. Pam and I went 
together so this was disrespectful in Aaron's eyes. He got mad at her. She has 
been my friend for a while and I really see nothing wrong with it. 

Day 16 (11/19/06) 

It is like a band aid for a hatchet wound. Seeing as I am an ax murderer. I know 
a thing or two about hatchet wounds and band aids never work. If someone 
buys you something to make themselves more comfortable in your home that's 
a bad idea but when they do this after they make you feel like a piece of shit 
for doing normal things with your friends that's another story altogether. 

I sometimes do coffee shop meditation. I buy a drink. I find some place to sit 
forget about comfort sit outside on the patio chairs. Find something to stare 
at. Don't stare at people. I find that looking off into the distance like over a 
parking lot or busy street is good. Pick something in the distance and stare. I 
try to clear my mind and let thought arise naturally. I follow them for a 
moment or two and let them go. The longest between sips of coffee or 
cigarettes is about fifteen minutes but I find that when I stop for that brief 
period I begin to enjoy my surroundings much more. The drink tastes better 



and my conversations with my friends are more enriching because of my pause 
to think or not to think. 

Day 14 (11/21/06) 

I went to Pho with Finn and Eric tonight. So much shit gets talked about Finn 
that it pisses me off. He's relatively nice. I'm not going to sugar coat it he pisses 
me off too but most of the time he's way cool. I saw Jack tonight. He said I 
should come over because I haven't been to see him in about a month or two. 
That's shitty of me. Jack is a great guy. We have nap therapy. It is when I get 
movies and about 15 to 30 minutes into it we fall asleep and at the end we say 
how much we enjoyed the movie. Most of the time we bullshit and he gives 
me advice about life shit. 

Brandi offered me a promotion at work today. Wow. Fucking great, more 
money. But I have to drive to Santa Ana. 

There is no existence of my soul 

Without my body 

There is no existence of my body 

Without the earth 

There is no existence of the universe 

Without god 

There is no god 

Without me. 

I remember Ryan telling me that he goes days without thinking of god. I 
sometimes can't go even five minutes. I think perhaps he and I take the 
universe and god for granted or maybe it is just I because of my constant 
questioning of god and the expression of god (the Universe, the whole of 
existence). The whole of Existence is the manifestation of the indivisible god. 



I had a dream last night, Jason and I had met at the side of a road near my 
house. On one of the roads near my house the sidewalk is not paved but dirt. 
When we met we began to fight and I told him that this was a dream so he 
would not hurt me. He said he would prove it was not a dream and punched 
me. Well this morning I was not hurt so I guess I showed him. I don't know 
who won but I told him it was a dream and I was right. 

I told Gene the Penguin story tonight and he laughed. He believed and the only 
reason he believed it was because, "things like that happen to Dave." I was as 
amused at his reaction as he was by my story. I may tell my mom the story 
tomorrow. It may be very amusing. But it is highly doubtful that she would fall 
for it seeing as she was there. 

Day 13 (11/22/06) 

Sometimes the best phone call you get is the one you don't get. Robert told 
me that tonight. I invited Chentelle to Earl's tonight. I introduced her to 
Dennis, Ross and Robert. It was nice she said they had real character or was it 
that they are a bunch of characters. 

I don't get it. Medicine that costs me $15 when I have insurance costs me $130 
when I don't have insurance. Strange drug companies. 

Robert suggested that I write Jason a letter of apology. I haven't a clue what to 
say. Do I take the blame all unto myself? Do I lay out the facts as straight as I 
can letting the circumstances speak for themselves. He's a good guy and really 
pissed the last time we spoke. Does he even give a shit anymore? 

At work Chentelle found a Dr. Seuss book and it was great. A book about dogs 
and the lengths they will go to get to a dog party. It is called Go Dog, Go! 

Tomorrow is Thanksgiving Day. 

Day 9 (11/26/06) 

A lot of shit has happened. I went and watched movies with Jack. I went to 
work a couple of days. I hung out with Dustin who was in from Vegas. I had so 
much to say but it seems to escape me at the moment. 



Somewhere along the line I messed up the days and it is really 7 days until my 
end of year but... My editor can fix that. It would probably take only a few 
minutes to do myself but I'm the talent. 

A couple of nights ago I was in Ontario. I was try to sleep so I tried some 
meditation to calm me down. I had read a book once about this guy who could 
get into people's dreams so I tried. So I woke up and had the greatest idea 
ever...He-Man chess pieces. Skeletor and He-man fighting each other in the 
age old game of chess. And I think I'm supposed to buy Pam some pastels to 
draw with? 

Dustin's Cousin Shawn went to film school and may possibly want to write a 
movie or two with me. 

Day 8 (11/27/06) 

Robert reminded me tonight what an utter mess I was when I first met him. I 
hope this book is far more coherent that I was 6 years ago. 

Robert and Dennis seem to like Chentelle who they met at Earl's. They say that 
I should be with her. But her boyfriend is a nice guy. I am just a 30 year old 
loser. I probably not a loser it's just that I have respect by proxy for the dude. 
She seems happy with him and he seems okay so he must be a good dude. 
Although she is very nice and pretty. We also seem to have things in common. 

Day 7 (11/28/06) 

I suck at sudoku. I figured this out about 15 minutes ago. I think that 
Lackluster online sends you movies that you don't put in your queue. Or 
maybe I just forget what stupid shit I order. I got a promotion and have moved 
to a new store, kinda. I still work some days in Fullerton and some other days a 
little more south. It's all right as long as I get more money. 

Day 6 (11/29/06) 

Dennis wrote something in my notebook again today. "Dave, don't hurt me". 
It's so close to the end and I seem to have writer's block. 



Day 5 (11/30/06) 

I'm under the impression that no one has ever written Pam a poem... 

Your eyes lovely hazel green 

Light like fire 
Fire dazzling bright like the fire on a stove 

When you hold that knife to my 

Throat. 

I like the small poem. It is really to the point. The Chinese have something 
similar. It is four lines and it would go like this... 

Walking my dog through the snow 

We leave big tracks on this morning trip 

Pink mist all around, flapping and I am laughing 

Hunting penguins is a great pastime. 

The first two lines set up the picture. The third has nothing to do with the first 
two and the fourth brings them all together. 

Day 4 (12/01/06) 

I fucking puked last night. I thought I may have gotten Visined at work last 
night but it could have been bad juice that I didn't realize I drank. It was my 
third night there and these people evidently don't like to work. And I make 
them work because the sooner the store looks awesome the sooner I can get to 
standing around. I also had to document some dude 

Pam told me tonight that Aaron broke up with her it was really shitty of him to 
do it in a text message. Asshole. 



Well, things happen in life. No apparent reason just shit happens then you die. 
The thing of it is when shit happens do you fucking wallow in it or do you 
fucking use it as compost for your fucking rose garden. Maybe the most 
profound statement with the most fucks in it. Life's a garden, dig it. 

Day 3 (12/02/06) 

I had a most disturbing dream last night. I actually had three. Shawn and 
Aaron were talking to me about Pam and in another Aaron and Jason's brother 
were talking to me about something near computers. The conversations 
involved the others telling me that if Pam treats me the way I think she should 
then I should be her friend or more. But I said that she views me as being too 
old and they said that didn't matter if I was doing something with my life. But 
the disturbing dream was... 

I was in a cathedral involved in a bit of blasphemy. Authorities were coming 
down the rows to arrest me. Ryan was there but I called him Michalangelo. I 
was dragged outside and my face was put in the grass. The police told me to 
start picking up money. Rare coins filled the lawn of the cathedral and I picked 
them up as I was strewn out on the grass. Fucking weird! 

Stuart had a birthday party and I went it was cool but a lot of the conversation 
turned toward lackluster. 

Day 2 (12/03/06) 

Day 1 (12/04/06) 

O woke up this morning to my mom asking if I wanted to go out to lunch. It 
was not morning. It was noon-thirty. We went to lunch and the waitress was 
great, although my steak was over cooked and the resturaunt reminded me of 
the restaurant in the movie Waiting so I did not want to send it back. The 
waitress noticed and made coment about my ear piercing. As we were leaving 
my mom was not being generous with the tip and I was asking her to leave 
more because I'm broke. When I got up I noticed a member of the military 
sitting across the way I looked him in the eye and smiled, maybe. I'm not sure. 
But my mom tells me he said hello and so she said hello and made a coment 
about praying for him. Then in the car she suddenly wants to pay for his meal. 



I'm Pissed. Why. We were just arguing about giving the waitress a tip and you 
want to give the restaurant money for his meal. A man Who has the same job 
as my brother and my nephew. My brother is just my brother and I treat him 
the same way I've always treated him whether he went to war or not. Same 
with my nephew. Why is the guy so special. What makes him more special 
than the waitress, the bum digging through the trash or the drunks at the bar. 
That's my issue no one no matter what deed, creed or level of prestige is better 
than anyone else. For fuck sake he kills people because the government tells 
him to. Iraq was never going to invade the U.S.. For the most part the world is 
run by governments friendly to ours. 

After lunch I went to lackluster and spoke to Brandi, Stuart and Manny. 

I then Went to the movies by myself. I saw Stranger Than Fiction. It was 
written by Zach Helm. I laughed and cried and cheered. It was a great movie. 
This may bring us back around. If someone risks their lives knowingly... Knowing 
that they could prevent this from happening but still risks their life for another 
isn't that the kind of person we want around. So the man in the restaurant is 
the kind of human we want around. Fuck the politics that dude thinks he is 
doing something good for the world and knows he is risking his life doing it yet 
still does it. Being a waitress in certain parts of town could be dangerous but 
fuck don't feed the animals and they will starve. 

Robert, Dennis and I went to earl's tonight. Fitting the book ends at Earl's. 13 
Months ago I started this book. 366 days ago I asked my self what I would do if 
I only had a year to live. I think I have done most of what I want to do. Dennis 
told me about some guys he is living with. Dennis is living in a halfway house as 
the manager. 7 of the guys have recently been released from prison. One of 
the guys wants to stab another because of a glass of milk. Dennis talks him out 
of it and goes back to sleep. The next the guy, a really huge Chicano man, tells 
the rest of the parolees to follow him to the kitchen. He stands in front of the 
fridge pulls out his milk and his cock. He dips his dick into the jug of milk and 
replaces the milk in the fridge. He then tells the other men this is my milk 
when you drink my milk know that you are sucking my dick. 



If you've read this far I hope you were entertained. But as the old saying goes, 
in the end the archer is only aiming at himself. I entertained myself. I hit my 
target. 

Can I make beauty stay if I, 
Take my life? 

AFI 

Day I 

Note to self I like zombie movies, therefore I will write the best zombie movie I 
can write. 

Epilogue 

Why kill them with kindness when you can use an axe? 

Writing is like a time machine... Right now I am writing this but you are also 
reading this. It has almost been a year and I have learned so much about shit. 
Your life is often constructed by others, your parents, family, schools and 
government have done much to make you who you are but are you okay with 
the job you have let them do. If you are then shove this book up your ass and 
skip down the street. If not try learning more about what makes you a good 
person. It is a relative term but if you are breathing right now I feel compassion 
for you. 

Karma is action, either good or bad. I don't believe in an after life and I don't 
think a supreme being is keeping track of my karma, your karma or Charles 
Manson's karma. Most of the following could relate to any person, especially 
me. 

For years I was afraid to believe what I said I believed because I did not 
understand what true karma meant, I often find out but then I let myself 
forget. Small-minded people believe that it is their duty to make sure that 
what comes around goes around. Make sure that you reap the consequences 
of the sown actions (or thought or words), They are as small minded as the 
sociopath who feels no remorse for his actions because they equate the action 



with the actor. They feel no compassion or empathy, ie such a person would 
tempt a kleptomaniac with a trip to the store of their choice and steal in front 
of them saying it was alright to do so. The statement but for the grace of God 
go I would never relate to such a person. My actions today make me feel a part 
of society tomorrow or apart from society tomorrow. Small men keep score of 
others actions and pay no mind to their own. 

But people who would advocate forgiveness, compassion and rehabilitation are 
probably wrong. Gandhi may have been one of those idiots when he said an 
eye for an eye would make the whole world blind. 

I think that was sarcasm but I'm blind, deaf and dumb. Somewhere along the 
line I stopped needing stuff to make me complete because something said I 
needed it (I still like shit I just know that when I get that I'm gonna want more). 
Now I want to be present in my life and the lives of other. In some way I hope 
this serves you. 

So I read a book about living with integrity. It will be in the list of books, a sort 
of recommends section. So with that I will do my best to help others by being 
impeccable with my words. A friend said of me the other day that I got back 
my sense of humor. 

By the way, I don't feel I've harmed Jason so fuck him. 

When a fictional writer feels even his life is CONTRIVED maybe it's time to start 
writing nonfiction. 

Recommends 

Miracle of Mindfulness-Thich Nhat Hanh 

No death, No fear-Thich Nhat Hanh 

The Long Road turns to Joy-Thich Nhat Hanh 

Dharma Punx- Noah Levine 

A year to live-Stephen Levine 



Little Zen Companion- David Schiller 

The Four Agreements- Don Miguel Ruiz 

The Dharma of Star Wars-Matthew Bortolin 

Hardcore Zen- Brad Warner 

Tales of Ordinary Madness-Charles Bukowski 

The Captain is out to lunch and the sailors have taken over the ship-Charles 
Bukowski 

Factotum-Charles Buckowski 

Post office-Charles Buckowski 

Secrets of Statistics-Nicholas Noviello 

Genome: The autobiography of a species in 23 chapters - Matt Ridley 

Fight Club- Chuck Palahniuk 

Haunted- Chuck Palahniuk 

The Edison Gene-Thorn Hartmann 

1001 Movies to watch before you die. 

Book of the Hopi— Frank Waters 

The Prophet— Kahlil Gibran 

Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy— Douglas Adams 

Aztec and Maya Myths— Karl Taube 

Well maybe the past two years or so. Influencing the way I took that year of 
my life. These books are some very spiritual shit, although the Genome book is 
pure intellectual pornography. 



The Bukowski books are the most spiritual of the books. Are you laughing? Let 
me explain. ..This guy during his life took part in some of the most base of 
human actions. Remember that we are all human having this experience called 
life. Some may goes as far as saying that the universe is experiencing itself 
through us and why not Bukowski. Somebody had to do it. What is truly heroic 
about him was that he wrote with a passion and frankness. Tell it like it is 
fucker! Everyone has there experience in this life. I'm hoping you're enjoying 
mine. I'm afraid that I will end up like Gregory Mendel, smart but only suited 
for the monastic life 

Love God and do what you will 

St Augustine 



